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C^ennis  stars  helpecL^ 
desi^ih  the  HOOD  Vantage 

Skilled  shoe  designers  planned  the  original  ath- 
letic last  on  which  the  Hood  Vantage  was  made. 
Then  sample  pairs  of  the  shoes  were  sent  to 
some  of  the  ranking  players.    After  practical 
playing  tests,  the  players  suggested  improve- 
ments. The  result  is  a  tennis  shoe  made  to 
specifications  of  well-known  tennis  stars. 

The  Hood  Vantage  has  extra  toe  rein- 
forcement which  prevents  wear  from 
toe   dragging.     Sponge  cushion  heels 
absorb  all  shock   and  jar  from  fast 
play.  Hood  Smokrepe  soles  keep  live 
and  springy  and  are  unusually  dur- 
able.   Extra  quality  uppers  fit  the 
feet  without  chafing.     Made   in 
all   sizes   for  men  and  women. 

HOOD  RUBBER  COMPANY 

Watertoicn,  Mass.  LA 


< 


Look  /or  the  Hnod  At 


HOOD 


HOOD  MAKES      .      CANVAS  SHOES 
RUBBEIE    SOLES    AND    HEELS 


RUBBER  FOOTWEAR     •     TIRES 
RUBBER    FLOOR   TILING 
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The  Georgian  Hotel 

Hinman  and  Davis  Streets 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


An  Address 
of  Distinction 


Be  at  home  away 
from  home.  We  solicit 
your      patronage. 
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c^  Complete 
Service  for 
^our  Gar 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oiling,  Greasing 

Storage.  Simonizing 

Washing,  Repairs 


1 


Service  Garage 


I  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4831 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 
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R  &  K  Clothes 
Are  the  Best  for  You 


The  man  who  wears  them  will  tell  you 

this,  because  he  is  satisfied  with  the 

double  service  he  is  getting. 


Large  Assortments  Ready-to-Wear 
$/|    ^     And  up 

Tailored-to- Measure 


55 


And  111 


Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.,  East  Chicago,  Illinois 
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Summer  Clothes 

At 

REGULAR 

BERG&  ISENBERG 

PRICES 

DISPLAY  AFTER  MAY  15 


We  wisli  all  Northwestern  students 
a  pleasant  vacation. 
Our  Fall  clothes  will  he  ready   hefore 
you  return  to  the  campus  in  September. 


BERG  &  ISENBERG 

106  W.  LAKE  ST.  CHICAGO 


WOMEN  ARE  FUNNY 
Women  are  funny. 
Pursue  them 
And  they  think 
You  are  a  bore. 
Ignore  them 
And  they  pursue  you. 
But  if  you  want  one 
To  like  you 
And  ignore  her 
So  she'll  pursue  you, 
Slie  thinks  you  don't 
Care  for  her 
Enough. 
AVomen  are  f  unn\ . 

Rr,l  Cat. 


He — I  saved  that  girl  from  being  run 
over  by  an  automobile. 
She — How  marvelous! 
Hero — ^'es,  I  stopped  my  car. 

Jf'idoiv. 


"What  was  that  you  said,  Henry?" 
she  asked  as  she  loosened  her  shoulder- 
straps.  "Say  it  again,  Dear — "  She  let 
her  dress  slide  to  the  floor.  "I  can  hardly 
believe  it !"  She  stepped  out  of  her  shoes, 
drew  up  a  chair,  and  slowly  pulled  off 
her  stockings.  A  long  pause.  She  lis- 
tened, tremulously,  excited.  "Promise 
me  you  won't  tell  a  soul — "  Her  ethe- 
real silk  underthings  slipped  down  and 
fell  in  a  little  pool  of  ruffles  at  her  feet. 
"All  right,  Henry — good-bye."  She 
hung  up  the  receiver. 


The  Plaza,  prepares  an  unusu- 
ally fine  menu  every  Sunday. 
Why  nor  enjoy  it — this  Sundayl 


Plaza  variety  includes  steaks,  roasts 
and  chops,  expertly  cooked;  and  also 
countless  vegetables,  salads  and 
fruits,  offering  tempting  meals  with- 
out the  penalty  of  excess  weight. 
i^        if        sf        ^ 


The  Finest  of  Foods 
j  at  Moderate  Prices 


You  need  not  forego  the  pleasure 
of  Pla2;a  meals  through  fear  of  ex- 
travagance; for  at  this  popular  eat- 
ing place  the  most  delicious  food 
is  moderately  priced. 

CAPETECIA 

In  the  Library  Plaza  Hotel 

Orrinjjton  Avenue  just  south  of  Church  Street 
Open  6:00  a.  m.  to  7:45  p.  m.  including  Sundays 
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She :    "Can  you  drive  with  one  hand  ?" 

He:     "Sure." 

She:    "Then  have  an  apple." 

The  Pup. 


A  girl's  a  minor  until  she's  eighteen, 
and  then  she  becomes  a  gold-digger. 

Rammer-Jmninei. 


Then  there's  the  absent-minded  co-ed 
who  left  her  negligee  in  the  bathtub  and 
slipped  on  a  cake  of  soap. 

Octupus. 


"Wotsa  matter,  in  a  fight?" 
"Na\r,  a  senior  at  the  barber  college 
flunked  his  final  exam  on  me." 

Jf  isconsin  Octopus. 


Wife  (returning  from  her  \acation)  — 
I  hear  you  have  been  dancing  at  a  cab- 
aret. 

Hubby  (still  drunk) — That  was  just 
my  way  of  forgetting  you. 

Punch  Boivl. 


"Is  that  big  fellow  over  there  a  foot- 
ball player?" 

"I  hardly  think  so.     He  flunked  two 
subjects  last  semester." 

Ollapod. 


Hospital  Medico  (to  student  seeking 
an  excuse  from  classes)  :  "Now  if  you 
were  home  you  wouldn't  come  to  me  with 
a  complaint  like  this,  would  you?" 

Exasperated  Student:  "No.  I'd 
damned  well  send  for  you." 

Virghiia  Reel. 


1st:     "Can  you  mention  a  great  Uni- 
versal time-saver?  " 

and:     "Love  at  first  sight." 


Dealer:    "I  can  let  you  have  this  bed- 
room suite  for  half  the  catalog  price." 

Customer :    "And  what  do  you  sell  tiie 
catalog  for?" 

Virginia  Reel. 


"Love  me  or  leave  me,"  shouted  the 
obese  soprano,  dramatically. 

"Good-bye,"  answered  the  little  man 
with  spectacles,  who  arose  from  the  pit 
and  stalked  toward  the  door. 

Columns. 


"Use  a  sentence  containing  the  word 
'bias'." 

"Bias  a  couple  of  hot  dogs,  will  ya, 
Pop?     Huh?" 

Bison. 


.  .  .  On  Friday  nite 

The  Liinehouse  is  a  cozy,  delighl- 
ful  place   for    the   Northwestern 
man  to  take  his  date — close  to 
the  campus  —  and  the  music 
is — oh!  so  entrancing! 

Yesl   It's  the  Thing! 


"Knowledge  is  the  wings  wherein  you  fly  to  heaven." 


A  college  man  with  a  pilot's  license  —  man,  nhal  a  juturc! 


The  after-graduation  problem  is  solved  for  you,  see  page  29 
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HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  ai  Davis 

FDR  A  REALLY  GOOD  K-IEAL 
OF    YOUR    OWN    SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  ihc 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


He:     "What  kind  of  shoes  should  I 
wear  with  these  socks?" 
She:     "Hip-boots!" 

Loff. 


She:     "My    brother    doesn't    smoke, 
swear  or  drink." 

He:     "Does    he    make    all-  his    own 
dresses  too?" 

Pointer. 


Policeman:     What's  j'our  name? 
Pickpocket:     I  have  a  Spanish  name. 
Policeman  :     Well,  what  is  it  ? 
Pickpocket:     I  don't  speak  Spanish. 
Tile  Claw. 


Teacher:     "And  why  do  you  suppose 
they  put  a  bandage  over  Justice's  eyes?" 

Bright  Little  Boy :    "So  she  could  pick 
out  the  Old  Golds." 

Jester. 


'^o:     Young  People  nowadays  don't 
need  chaperones  on  parties. 

'15  :    Naw,  what  they  need  is  referees. 
The  Ollapod. 


S.  S.  Teacher — And  what  did  Samson 
say  as  he  grasped  the  pillars  of  the  tem- 
ple and  gave  a  mighty  push? 

Son  of  a  Popular  Vaudevillian — Well, 
this  oughta  bring  down  the  house. 

Punch  Boivl. 


Herto:  "Can  you  think  of  anything 
more  disgusting  than  marrying  a  woman 
for  her  money?" 

Genius:  "Yes,  that  old  Indian  cus- 
tom of  marry 'n  'em  for  beads." 

Pointer. 


City  Vacationist — Mr.  Dribbel,  I'd 
like  you  to  meet  my  fiance,  Mr.  Heffle- 
whaite. 

Country  Postmaster — Pleased  to  meet 
you,  Mr.  Hefflewhaite.  You  certainly 
\\rite  a  mean  love  letter,  by  heck. 

Punch  Boivl. 


Guide:  "We  are  now  about  to  visit 
the  famous  Apaches  who  live  in  the  sew- 
ers of  Paris." 

Private  Pete:  "Wal,  now,  out  our 
way  they  live  in  tepees." 

Ollapod. 


"Yes,  I  heard  a  noise,  and  got  up  in 
my  nightgown,  and  there  under  the  bed, 
I  saw  a  man's  leg!" 

"Good  heavens!     The  burglar's?" 
"No,  my  husband's;  he  had  heard  the 
noise  too !" 

Jester, 


P  U  R  P  L  E/:^P  A  R  ROT 


oA  the  clubs  and  at  the  better  hotels  and  tobacconists' 
and  in  the  pockets  and  handbags  of  people  who  imtantltj 
and  instinctively  know  how  and  where  to  get  the  best. 

BROWN  *«9  WILLIAMSON  TOBACCO  CORPORATION  JiuivilU,  JQniucly 
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LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
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Never 

the  same  job 

twice 


YES,  it's  the  same  man  shaving  on 
ten  different  mornings;  ten  diflfer- 
ent  conditions  of  water,  temperature, 
and  nerves;  ten  different  methods  of 
lathering  and  stroking. 

i  But  his  Gillette  Blade  j 

/  meets  all  these  chang-  \ 

\  ing  conditions  with  / 

\  the  same  even  temper  j 

So  much  dependable  shaving  comfort 
has  been  honed  and  stropped  into  this 
blade  that  eight  out  of  ten  American 
men  have  learned  to  expect — and  get 
— a  comfortable  shave  even  under  the 
worst  possible  conditions. 

To  meet  that  expectation  Gillette 
has  developed  and  perfected  some 
$12,000,000  worth  of  new  machines 
during  the  past  ten  years.  They  condi- 
tion the  Gillette  blade  far  more  deli- 
cately and  precisely  than  even  the 
most  skilful  artisan  could  sharpen  a 
shaving  edge. 

Conditions  vary.  But  the  Gillette 
blade  is  the  one  constant  factor  in  your 
daily  shave.  Gillette  Safety  Razor  Co., 
Boston,  U.  S.  A. 


THE  NEW  FIFTY-BOX— Fifty  fresh  double-edged 
Gillette  Blades  (10  packets  of  fives)  in  a  colorful, 
useful  gift  chest.  Five  dollars  at  your  dealer's. 


Gillette 


oftli( 


Now  that  we're  within 
speaking  distance  of  the 
Ides  of  March,  it  seems  only 
cricket  to  say  a  few  words  about 
the  Ides  of  Troy. 

The  Ides  of  Troy  are  quite 
familiar.  Almost  personal — one 
might  say — reaching  into  our  sa- 
cred halls  of  learning  and  award- 
ing the  Croix  de  Wear  with  two 
Spats  to  our  best  dressed  men. 

In  one  of  our  weak  moments, 
we  too  ran  a  con- 
test. It  was  for 
the  pilot  most  fit- 
tingly dressed  for 
the  street.  It  was 
won  by  the  White 
Wings  shown  who 
qualified  by  sing- 
ing: "I  pilot  here — 
I  pilot  there". 

But   the    subject 


dearest  to  our  hearts  is,  after  all, 
the  COMMAND-AIRE  plane. 
Until  you've  been  up  in  a  COM- 
MAND-AIRE, you  just  ain't  flew. 
COMMAND-AIRE  has  such 
flying  stability  that  last  week  we 
sold  one  to  a  Mr.  Ginsberg  on 
lower  Fifth  Avenue,  cable  ad- 
dress: "Ginbuck  New  York".  He 
insisted  on  a  plane  that  he  could 
pilot  and  still  talk  wit  de  hends. 
That  may  sound  like  hooey,  but 


the  picture  below  shows  you  the 
faith  our  pilot  has  in  his  COM- 
MAND-AIRE. He  rides  the  fuse- 
lage and  the  COMMAND-AIRE 
guides  itself. 

It's  a  sweet  ship — the  COM- 
MAND-AIRE—graceful  as  a 
greyhound,  swift  as  a  hawk,  stable 
as  a  church,  and  priced  collegiate. 
The  price?  Only  $3,250  f.o.b. 
Little  Rock.  Write  for  our  bro- 
chure and  we'll  send  you  a  book- 
let, describing  the 
COMMAND-AIRE 
in  terms  that  are 
touchingintheir  un- 
studied simplicity. 


COMMAND-AIRE,      INC.,      Little     Rock,      Arkansas 

COMMAND-AIRE- 


Local  Distributor :  AVIATION  SERVICE  &  TRANSPORT  COMPANY,  2807  So.  Michigan  Avenue,  Chicago 
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Tabloid  on  tKe  Queen's  Contest 

C?CichoIs  and  Spra^ue  Exposed 

S)'  Claude  Terwilliger  JFeasch/iout 


The  infamous  Sprague-Nichols  com- 
bination has  functioned  at  last.  It  seems 
that  the  1930  Syllabus  is  actually  com- 
ing out.  We  understand  that  there  are 
parts  of  the  book  that  will  deal  various 
and  sundry  slaps  at  the  Parrot.  Of 
course  we  can't  stand  for  any  guff  like 
that.  So  we  come  back !  An  eye  for  an 
eye  and  a  tooth  for  a  tooth ! 

There  never  did  seem  to  be  much  point 
to  the  celebrated  Queen's  Contest.  We 
have  searched  far  and  wide  for  motives, 
and  at  last  we  have  found  one  plausible 
suggestion.  The  two  aforementioned 
reprobates  have  been  selling  the  photo- 
graphs of  the  beautiful  ladies  to  the  high- 
est bidders.  Pictures  of  Virginia  Berg- 
gren  have  been  going  fast  at  39c  each, 
while  enlarged,  intimate  views  of  Ruth 
Seanor  have  been  fetching  well  nigh  two 
bucks.  Not  that  we  want  to  make  any 
comparison.  We  just  wish  to  call  the 
attention  of  the  gullible  public  to  the 
fact  that  the  boys  are  getting  a  lot  of 
gravy  out  of  their  idea. 

And  the  Prominent  People  section. 
There  is  a  limit  to  that  sort  of  thing. 


We  fail  to  see  why  people  like  Spike 
Sanford  and  Summy  Scott  rate  it.  They 
must  rate  according  to  capacity  (fluid 
ounces). 

Nichols  and  Sprague  have  only  been 
taking  twelve  hours  of  work.  This  was 
done  in  order  to  make  the  student  body 
think  they  were  really  working  on  the 


Syllabus.  However,  we  know  better. 
They  are  both  lazy.  In  an  interview 
yesterday  they  said:  "We  were  going  to 
take  German  but  we  heard  they  gave  it 
on  the  third  floor  of  the  Library.  Surely 
you  do  not  think  we  would  climb  three 
flights  to  sleep  in  a  German  class  when 
we  can  go  down  and  sleep  alongside  of 
Al  Church  in  the  Publications  Office." 
The  two  gentlemen  denied  that  Paul 
Sandegren  had  been  elected  one  of  the 
Beauty  Queens.  They  said  that  his 
natural  modesty  kept  him  from  submit- 
ting his  picture.  Sandegren  himself, 
when  routed  out  of  bed  early  this  after- 
noon, said:  "I  attribute  my  luxuriant 
hair  to  the  coffee  served  at  the  Scribbler 
Mansion.  It  is  enough  to  make  anyone's 
hair  stand  on  end.  This  coupled  with 
the  famous  PyFy  Massage  has  done  the 
trick.  However,  I  am  not  related  to  the 
Seven  Sutherland  Sisters."  Sandegren 
drew  out  a  tiny  set  of  micrometer  calipers 
and  proudly  proved  that  his  hirsute  ap- 
pendages had  an  average  length  of  four 
and  one-half  centimeters. 


^B  BATHS  ^H 

1 

s^S^ 

& 

1 

1^ 

1 

1 

1       ■'! 

H 

M 

iK\m1S^^ 

\ 

y 

i 

Ivxr  'Sve^e.^- 

'^'^  /  //// 
"  Pit,  /r 


First  Bolshevik:  What 
happened? 

Dotsherisky:  I  f  aw 
down  and — go  bomb! 


How  to  Use  Your  Diploma 
to  the  Best  Advantage 

I.  Use  for  a  backing  sheet  on  your 
typewriter. 

II.  Have  it  made  into  a  lamp-shade. 
More  fun  watching  people  try  to  read  it. 

III.  Cut  it  up  into  little  irregular 
pieces.  Makes  a  wonderful  puzzle  for 
the  kiddies. 

IV.  Put  it  under  the  table-cloth,  at 
the  place  where  your  coffee-cup  usually 
stands. 

V.  Crease  it  down  the  middle ;  fold 
each  front  corner  over  to  the  center,  and 
then  a  second  time ;  then  double  it  to- 
gether, fold  back  each  wing — and  you 
have  a  wonderful  air  glider. 

VI.  If  abroad,  draw  a  picture  of 
George  Washington  in  one  corner,  and 
pass  it  oft  as  a  hundred  dollar  bill  or 
something. 

VII.  Frame  it  and  lay  it  carefully 
face  downward  in  the  bottom  of  your 
trunk.  C. 
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"How  did  you  like  the  geology  lecture?" 
"Fine!     I  was  rocked  to  sleep." 


Talkies 

"I  failed  in  my  talkie  tests." 

"Why?" 

"The  director  said  my  shoes  squeaked." 

"Couldn't  you  get  another  pair  of 
shoes?" 

"I  could,  but  it  wasn't  my  shoes.  I 
was  singing." 

"Well,  I  was  a  little  bit  more  success- 
ful.    I  was  given  a  job." 

"What  do  you  do?" 

"Act  the  part  of  a  dumb  woman.  But 
I'm  going  to  have  a  better  part  later  on." 

"Going  to  get  a  good  salary?" 

"No.   My  employer  says  talk  is  cheap." 

"What  if  you  get  a  cold  or  something 
and  can't  talk?" 

"Oh,  that's  taken  care  of.  I'm  insur- 
ing my  voice." 

"That  gives  me  an  idea.  Some  ener- 
getic man  could  make  a  lot  of  money  in 
the  insurance  game." 

"Insuring  voices?" 

"No,  insuring  the  movie  patrons' 
ears." 

"But  you  ought  to  see  and  hear  that 
picture  that  I'm  going  to  be  in." 

"Is  it  good?" 

"It  sure  is.  But  go  and  see  it — it 
talks  for  itself." 

"I  see.     Every  picture  tells  a  story." 

"The  talking  movie  is  a  wonderful, 
new  invention." 

"Not  so  new!  I  saw  one  ten  years 
ago." 

"Not  really!" 

"Yes,  everyone  around  me  was  talk- 
ing." 

"The  invention  is  wonderful!  Just 
think,  if  an  actor  has  a  poor  voice  he  can 
get  another  person  to  speak  for  him." 

"That's  not  new." 

"It  isn't?" 


"No,  look  at  Miles  Standish  and  John 
Alden." 

"You  know  in  college  they  make  fresh- 
men write  themes?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  now,  the  School  of  Music  is 
having  their  freshmen  write  theme 
songs." 

"Last  night  I  went  to  a  show  and  saw 
Lupe  Velez  in  a  picture.  The  first  time 
she  sang  the  theme  song  it  was  terrible, 
the  second  time  it  was  a  little  better,  and 
the  third  time  it  was  really  good." 

"You  must  give  her  credit  for  her 
progress." 

"Oh,  no.  We  saw  the  beginning  of 
the  picture  again  and  darned  if  she 
didn't  sing  it  just  as  terrible  as  the  very 
first  time." 

"You  sure  get  treated  to  some  awful 
slop.  I  went  to  a  show  last  night  and 
the  Vitaphone  was  terrible." 

"Why?" 

"The  operator  was  trying  to  get 
Cuba." 

Roy  Rfisenquist. 


BIG  HEARTED 

She :     My,  those  hot  dogs  smell  good. 
He:     I'll  drive  a  little  closer. 


"Do  you  like  Kipling?" 
"I  don't  know,  but  I  am  very  fond  of 
kiple." 


"Well,  I'll  be  damned,"  said  the  little 
brook  as  the  fat  ladv  fell  into  it. 


SIMPLY  CRAZY 

She:    Say  sometiiing  soft  and  sweet  to 
me,  dear. 

He:     Custard  pie. 


SCOTCH  JOKE 

"No,   Mary   MacPherson  never  mar- 
ried." 

"Why  not?" 

"Her  father  wouldn't  give  her  away." 


'Vl> — ) 


Holding  the  World's  Fair. 
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ne  Hundred  and  rorty- 


<By  William  Harrison  Fetridge 


^"^<5  HAT  summer  I  dabbled  in  politics.  At  the  Spring 
■  O  sisction  I  had  been  pretty  active  in  behalf  of  our 
^^>/  alderman  and  had  been  successful  in  swinging  about 
a  hundred  votes  his  way;  so  he  played  "turn  about"  and  got 
me  a  job  in  the  tax  collection  office  when  vacation  time  rolled 
around.  That  set  me  up  pretty ;  I  made  a  hundred  and  sev- 
enty-five a  month  and  worked  only  five  days  a  week  and  all 
in  all  had  an  enjoyable  time  .  .  .  that  is,  most  of  the  time. 
There  were  four  days  that  were  not  so  delightful,  yet  as  I  look 
back  on  them  now  I  chuckle  at  my  actions  during  that  short 
period. 

It  happened  on  one  of  the  hottest  days  in  August.  The 
chief  called  me  over  from  where  I  had  been  sitting  basking  in 
the  sun  that  somehow  succeeded  in  wending  its  way  through 
the  dirt-covered  windows  of  the  City  Hall.  I  felt  deliciously 
lazy,  for  the  warmth  of  the  day  had  sapped  me  of  all  desire 
to  be  energetic  and  ambitious.  But  the  call  of  the  "big  boy" 
had  to  be  heeded  and  so  I  removed  my  feet  from  where  they 
rested  on  my  mahogany  flat-topped  desk  and  picked  my  way 
through  the  disorderly  office  to  where  he  sat.  The  pale  blue 
eyes  that  stared  up  at  me  were  Irish  eyes,  eyes  that  bespoke 
many  years  in  the  political  arena ;  behind  the  eyes  was  a  big, 
bald  man  dressed  in  a  suit  which  no  doubt  belonged  to  the 
Palm  Beach  family ;  that  he  was  warm  I  deduced  from  the 
perspiration  that  trickled  from  his  long  forehead ;  that  he 
was  provoked  I  deduced  from  the  rash  manner  with  which 
he  chewed  his  big,  black,  political  cigar. 

"Pull  up  a  chair  and  listen,"  he  said  sourly  and  pointed 
to  the  piece  of  furniture  that  I  should  draw  up. 
"Yes,  sir,"  said  I. 

"Got  a  job  for  you  to  do,"  he  said  without  looking  at  me. 
"Wouldn't  let  you  do  it  if  I  had  any  of  the  better  men  here ; 
but  they  ain't  here  so  I  guess  you'll  have  to." 

"I'm  one  of  the  better  men,  Mr.  Mahoney,"  says  I,  snap- 
pily.     "If  there's  anything  you  need  done,  I  can  do  it." 

"Oh!"  said  he  and  raised  his  eyebrows.  He  sat  still  for 
a  moment,  then  scuffled  about  in  some  papers  that  were  lying 
on  his  desk.  Finally  he  picked  one  up  and  turned  to  me. 
"Maybe,"  said  he — "maybe  you  are.  I'll  find  out  soon 
enough." 

"Good!"  That  was  me  exclaiming. 

"I've  got  a  bill  here  that  is  exactly  eight  months  past  due; 
it's  got  to  be  paid  or  they'll  have  to  vacate  their  property. 
What  you  got  to  do  is  to  tell  them  to  pay  or  get  out."  Mr. 
Mahoney  looked  at  me  significantly. 
"Hell,"  says  I  disgusted.  "Haven't 
I  been  doing  that  for  the  last  month 
and  a  half  ?" 

"Yeh,  oh  yeh — but  this  is  different. 
\o\\  gotta  deal  with  Chinks  this  time." 
He  looked  up  suddenly.  "You  ain't 
never  studied  Chinese  have  you,  out 
at  that  college  of  yours?" 
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"Chinese?  Hell,  no,  but  I  eat  chop  suey  and  trot  my  dirty 
rags  to  a  Chink.     That  ought  to  help." 

"Maybe,  maybe.     Ah — ever  been  down  in  Chinatown?" 

I   admitted  I  hadn't. 

"It's  down  Wentworth.  Don't  take  \our  car  cause  you 
may  not  come  back  with  it." 

"What  you  trying  to  do,  scare  me?" 

"No,  just  warning  you.  Take  the  street  car  and  get  off 
at  Charmes  Street.  You  can  find  the  address  on  this  paper. 
Go  in  and  tell  those  yellow  bums  that  they'll  have  to  pay 
soon  or  get  thrown  out  on  their  pig  tails.  Ask  'em  if  they 
think  the  city's  running  a  charity  bazaar  to  aid  retired  laun- 
dry men.  And  tell  'em  if  they  don't  think  enough  of  America 
to  pay  their  taxes,  to  go  back  to  England  where  they  belong. 
Got  that?"  I  nodded  affirmatively,  but  he  added:  "Tell 
'em  that,  only — only,  tell  it  to  them  in  a  nice  way.  They're 
pretty  tricky  sonavaguns ;  you  can't  be  too  careful." 

I  arose  to  leave.  "Think  nothing  of  it,  chief,"  said  I 
disdainfully.  I'll  be  back  in  an  hour  with,  what  is  it — oh 
yeh,  one  hundred  and  forty-three  dollars  and  fourteen  cents." 

"I  hope  so.     Only — take  care  of  yourself.     Good-bye." 

At  Charmes  Street  I  left  the  street  car  and  found  myself 
in  the  middle  of  China.  I  thought  for  a  minute  that  the  tun- 
nel we  had  passed  through  in  the  street  car  might  have  gone 
straight  through  the  middle  of  the  earth  and  come  out  in  the 
land  of  mandarins.  But  that  dream  passed  in  a  moment 
when  I  saw  an  advertisement  of  Wrigley's  chewing  gum  on 
a  billboard  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  The  avenue 
itself  was  cobble-stoned — and  dirty.  The  houses  that  lined 
either  side  were  old,  and  rickety.  Signs  in  the  scratchy, 
letters  that  form  the  Chinese  alphabet  appeared  everywhere. 
Chinamen  walked  up  and  down  the  street  unhurriedly,  many 
of  them  dressed  in  the  costume  of  their  native  land;  little 
yellow  children,  strange  because  of  their  color,  their  features, 
and  their  dress,  played  undisturbed  in  the  streets  and  on  the 
sidewalks.  I  was  entranced  by  what  I  saw,  and  astounded 
by  the  realization  that  here  in  the  city  in  which  I  had  made 
my  home  all  my  life  I  had  never  even  had  the  slightest  con- 
ception that  such  a  street  as  this  existed.  The  effect  was 
strange,  fascinating,  and  weird. 

The  arrogant  feeling  that  I  had  displayed  in  the  office  of 
the  chief  had  suddenly  left  me.  I  felt  unnerved  for  what 
I  had  before  me.  The  thought  of  telling  the  chief  that  the 
doors  of  the  establishment  where  I  was  to  collect  the  tax 
were  locked  flashed  through  my  mind,  but  I  banished  it  \vith 
the  realization  that  I  must  make  good  my  boast.  So  I 
shrugged  my  shoulders  and  walked  down  the  street  in  quest 
of  the  number  upon  the  paper. 

After  fifteen  minutes  of  diligent  search  I  came  upon  the 
address  which  I  was  seeking.  It  did  not  present  a  very 
hospitable  appearance.  Two  stories  in  height,  luridly  colored 
in    a   faded,    disagreeable   green,    with   windows   that   were 


TKree  Dollars  and  rourteen  Cents 


What  about   my   date   that   I 
had  for  tonite? 


heavily  shuttered,  the  establishment  was  anything  but  invit- 
ing. Again  the  thought  of  returning  to  the  office  without 
success  presented  itself  for  consideration,  but  again  it  was 
defeated  by  a  stubbornness  that  my  mother  always  said  I  in- 
herited from  my  father.  Anyway,  I  decided  to  enter  the 
shop  that  occupied  the  first  floor. 

I  opened  the  door  that  led  into  the  store  and  stepped 
into  a  room  that  was  totally  bare  save  for  one  dusty  counter 
which  held  a  few  Chinese  trinkets.  My  reception  committee 
consisted  of  a  dirty,  thin,  one-eyed  cat  that  meowed  unpleas- 
antly as  I  entered.  I  felt  frightened  in  this  weird,  ghostly 
place.  Mr.  Mahoney's  warning  came  back  fully.  Should 
I  leave  even  now  ?  But  that  was  absurd ;  I  must  stick  it 
out.  So  I  stamped  my  feet  and  whistled  to  gain  attention 
from  the  occupiers;  but  it  all  seemed  to  no  avail.  I  decided 
to  wait.  By  my  watch,  the  minutes  ticked  oH  terribly 
slowly.  Five,  six,  seven  minutes  went  by.  Still  nobody 
entered  the  room.  Again  1  whistled  and  stamped  my  feet, 
and  again  received  no  response.  I  must  have  sat  there  ten 
minutes  more  before  out  of  the  dimness  of  the  back  of  the 
shop,  I  perceived  two 
figures  take  shape  and 
come  towards  me.  I 
called  "hello"  and  re- 
ceived no  answer.  Final- 
ly they  came  up  to  me  and 
grunted  some  unintel- 
ligible something  which 
I  failed  to  digest.  I  told 
them  my  mission  in  as 
few  words  as  possible 
and  they  muttered  ex- 
citedly. But  they  said 
nothing  to  me.  All  they 
did  was  talk  some  more 
in  their  crazy  lingo,  and 
then  after  much  gesticu- 
1  a  t  i  n  g  and  more  mut- 
tering one  of  them 
disappeared  in  the  dark- 
ness of  the  back  of  the 
shop.  The  other  stayed 
with  me  and  was  silent 
even  though  I  tried  two 
or  three  times  to  draft  a 
conversation  out  of  him. 
Four  or  five  minutes 
passed    and    again    two 

figures  grew  out  of  the  dimness  of  the  rear  of  the  store. 
They  came  up  to  me  and  muttered  some  more  unintelligible 
words ;  finally,  after  much  effort,  I  decided  that  what  they 
wanted  me  to  do  was  to  follow  them.  I  wasn't  hot  for  the 
idea  but  I  saw  there  was  nothing  else  to  do.  Already  one 
of  them  was  between  me  and  the  exit  which  I  had  entered 
and  the  other  two  were  at  my  sides.     So  I  followed  them 


m- 


into    tile    dimness    from    which    they    had    ap- 
peared. 

We  came  to  a  doorway  which  opened  into 
a  dark  hall.  We  walked  along  this  for  about 
ten  feet,  my  steps  making  hollow  sounds  on 
the  flooring,  their  steps  being  only  noiseless 
patters.  The  man  at  my  right  touched  my 
arm  and  informed  me  that  we  were  going 
down  stairs.  Down,  down,  down  we  went, 
one  flight,  two  flights,  three  flights,  four  flights,  down  into 
the  cellars  far  below  the  surface  of  the  earth — and  all  in 
darkness;  and  I  with  three  ghost-like  Chinamen  as  my  com- 
panions. Every  nerve 
point  on  my  body  was 
charged  to  its  highest 
voltage.  I  could  not  feel 
my  hat  upon  my  head, 
my  clothes  upon  my 
body,  my  shoes  upon  my 
feet.  It  seemed  as 
though  my  mind  alone 
was  a  c  t  iv  e  and  that 
otherwise  I  was  useless, 
petrified,  filled  with  fear. 
But  I  went  on;  there 
was  nothing  else  to  do. 
I  could  not  go  back ; 
there  were  two  yellow 
men  behind  me,  armed, 
goodness  knows,  how 
well.  So  I  continued  to 
follow  the  man  ahead. 
Four  floors  down  we 
stopped,  then  entered  an- 
other door,  which  opened 
into  a  hall.  Again  my 
steps  sounded  hollow  on 
the  wooden  flooring 
while  those  of  my  escorts 
were  mere  silent  patters. 
It  was  weird,  ghostly, 
and  terrifying.  Every 
story  of  the  cruelty  of 
yellow  men  that  I  had 
ever  heard  or  read 
flashed  through  my  al- 
ready overtaxed  brain. 
But  I  did  not  have  much 
time  to  think  for  we  came  to  another  door  before  which  we 
stopped  and  the  man  who  had  led,  knocked. 

A  voice  from  within  bade  us  enter,  and  we  did ;  if  I  had 
been  frightened  before  I  now  found  room  for  amazement 
in  my  brain,  for  before  me  was  one  of  the  most  gorgeously 
rich  rooms  that  I  had  ever  seen.  Heavy  with  incense,  the 
room  was  lavishly  decorated  in  the  best  of  the  heavy  Chinese 
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style.  Behind  a  huge  mahogany  desk  of  intricate  design  sat 
a  mustached  Chinaman,  older  than  those  who  formed  my  es- 
cort and  without  a  doubt  a  leader.  He  smoked  a  long- 
stemmed  pipe  and  wore  a  small  hat  or  fez  upon  his  head. 
His  small  eves  peered  from  their  slits  and  studied  me  care- 
fully. 

"Good  morning,"  said  I  with  an  attempt  at  bravado. 

"Good  morning,"  said  he,  and  his  voice  was  tinged  with 
the  yellow  man's  accent.     Then:  "What  is  your  quest?" 

I  told  him  that  the  owner  of  the  property  had  been  lax 
in  payment  of  his  taxes  and  that  I  had  come  to  collect  the 
bill,  which  if  not  paid,  would  necessitate  sale  of  the  prop- 
erty. He  asked  to  look  at  the  bill  and  I  handed  it  to  him. 
He  read  it  carefully.  Then  he  muttered  something  to  the 
three  men,  who  talked  excitedly  for  a  few  moments.  I  was 
so  nervous  that  my  hands  which  I  had  placed  in  my  pockets 
shook  the  coins  so  that  they  jingled.  I  waited  patiently 
for  some  expression  from  the  older  man  but  received  none. 
Suddenly  he  gave  an  order  in  his  native  tongue,  and  one 
of  my  escorts  touched  me  on  the  arm  and  motioned  that 
I  follow  him.  I  did  as  I  was  bade  and  was  ushered 
out  of  the  lavishly  furnished  room  and  once  more 
found  myself  in  the  dark  hall.  I  followed  him 
until  we  came  to  another  door  which  he  opened.  I 
passed  through  it  and  walked  on,  expecting  to  hear 
the  now  familiar  patter  of  the  other's  footsteps 
behind  me.  But  I  did  not.  All  that  I  heard  was 
the  click  of  a  lock  slipping  into  place.    I  was  alone! 

How  long  it  took  before  I  came  back  to  earth 
and  had  regained  my  senses  is  something  I  do  not 
know  to  this  day.  All  I  remember  is  that  finally 
I  gathered  myself  together  and  became  calm  enough 
to  think  clearly  about  my  position.  I  went  over  what  had 
happened  and  tried  to  discern  whether  I  was  really  in  danger 
of  being  murdered.  I  decided  to  see  if  I  could  find  a  light 
for  this  room.  I  patted  the  walls  with  my  hands  in  search 
of  a  switch  just  as  any  hero  in  a  similar  situation  would  have 
done.  But  my  quest  was  in  vain.  There  was  no  switch 
anj'Avhere  that  I  could  feel.  I  thought  then  that  there  might 
be  a  drop  light,  and  thus  began  searching  about  in  the  air. 
To  my  happiness  I  found  that  there  was ;  I  lost  no  -time  in 
turning  the  switch. 

Flooded  with  light,  the  room  did  not  present  the  fears 
that  it  had  in  the  darkness.  It  was  bare  save  for  a  table 
and  a  chair  and  a  bed,  which  happily  was  dressed  in  clean 
linen.  It  was  my  cell,  but  it  was  not  a  bad  one.  I  was 
worried  almost  to  distraction,  however,  with  the  turn  of 
events.  What  would  they  say  at  the  office?  What  would 
the  folks  say  when  I  didn't  get  home  ?  What  about  my 
date  that  I  had  for  tonight?  How  could  I  get  out?  Those 
were  questions  that  flitted  through  my  mind  and  filled  it 
with  a  fear  that  I  should  never  see  daylight  again.  I  lay 
on  the  bed  then  for  perhaps  two  hours  when  I  heard  a  key 
slip  in  the  lock  and  the  door  opened  to  allow  one  of  the 
Chinamen  to  enter  with  a  tray  of  food. 

I  asked  him  the  meaning  of  all  this  foolishness  and  he 
grunted  and  shook  his  shoulders  and  backed  out,  leaving 
the  tray  behind.  I  examined  the  food  and  found  it  delicious 
in  appearance;  my  hunger  overcame  my  care  and  I  ate  the 
food  for  I  was  nearly  famished  or  thought  I  was.  When 
I  had  finished  I  again  lay  down  on  the  bed,  this  time  to  fall 
fast  asleep. 

I  must  have  slept  soundly  for  many  hours,  for  when  I 
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awoke  my  watch  said  five-thirty,  and  somehow  or  other  I 
realized  that  this  must  be  the  next  day.  I  again  began  to 
wonder  at  my  position  and  to  plan  how  to  escape,  but  every 
plan  seemed  futile  and  I  abandoned  them  to  await  my  fate. 
For  three  days  I  stayed  in  that  room ;  it  was  my  cell,  and 
the  Chinamen  were  my  jailers;  they  treated  me  well,  fed 
me  food  I  should  hate  to  have  paid  for  in  a  Chinese  res- 
taurant. 

But  three  days  in  that  room  was  maddening.  Yet  I  stood 
it.  I  had  to.  There  was  nothing  else  for  me  to  do.  The 
treatment  given  me,  however,  gave  me  hope  that  some  day  I 
should  be  freed.  When  on  that  third  day,  the  man  who 
brought  me  food  bade  me  follow  him,  I  did  so  gladly.  This 
time  he  again  led  me  to  the  room  which  was  lavishly  fur- 
nished. Again  he  knocked  and  a  muffled  voice  said  to  enter. 
That  room  was  still  as  beautiful,  still  as  entrancing  to  my 
uneducated  eye.  This  time  in  the  room  besides  the  old 
Chinaman  that  I  had  met  was  another  man,  a  man  more 
stern  than  the  old  man,  more  a  leader  in  appearance,  a  man 
who  looked  to  have  infinite  strength. 

"Good  morning,"  said  I  again. 
"Good  morning,"  said  the  new  man  in  perfect- 
sounding  English.     "Why  are  5'ou  here?" 

"That's  what  I've  been  trying  to  figure  out," 
said  I  angrily. 

"What  was  the  reason  you  came  here  first?" 
The  voice  was  low  and  clear  and  commanding. 

"I  am  a  tax  collector  for  the  city,"  said  I.  "I 
have  been  sent  to  this  address  to  inform  its  owner 
that  a  bill  of  one  hundred  and  forty-three  dollars 
and  fourteen  cents  is  eight  months  overdue  and 
that  if  it  is  not  paid,  the  property  will  be  sold  at 
public  auction." 

The  man  turned  to  the  old  man  and  talked  in  his  native 
tongue.  They  talked  long  and  earnestly.  Then,  from  the 
desk,  the  man  drew  a  box  and  from  it  extracted  a  roll  of 
bills  that  would  have  done  justice  to  a  bank.  From  it  he 
counted  out  one  hundred  and  forty-three  dollars,  to  which 
he  added  fourteen  cents. 

"Here  is  your  money,"  he  said.  "Mark  the  bill  paid  and 
take  this  money  and  you  will  be  released." 

I  thanked  him  and  made  haste  to  mark  the  bill  O.  K. 
"I  am  sorry,"  said  the  yellow  man,  "that  you  were  treated 
in  this  manner.  I  have  been  away  from  the  citj'  for  a  week 
and  but  just  returned  this  morning.  Your  statement  that 
the  property  would  have  to  be  vacated  if  the  bill  was  not 
paid  frightened  those  you  met  and  they  consequently  kept 
you  a  prisoner  until  I  came  back." 

I  accepted  his  explanation  and  thanked  him  for  the  kind 
treatment  I  had  received.  Then  I  was  led  out  of  the  room, 
thankfully  alive,  out  and  up  the  dark  stairs,  one  flight,  two 
flights,  three  flights,  four — and  out  into  the  dim  shop  and 
into  the  light  of  day.  How  thankful  was  I !  My  prayers 
were  fervently  grateful  as  I  once  more  felt  the  breeze  of 
the  outdoors  upon  my  cheeks.  Outside,  and  free,  and  alive ! 
I  cannot  begin  to  explain  my  feelings,  then.  You  must 
imagine  them  for  yourself.  I  know  that  I  enjoyed  my  walk 
to  the  street  car  more  than  I  have  ever  enjoyed  any  walk 
before  or  since.  I  kept  repeating  "I  am  so  grateful,  I  am 
so  grateful."     And  so  I  was. 

But  my  adventure  was  over,  save  for  the  sweetest  part 
of  all — that  of  telling  it  to  my  friends  and  to  strangers,  and 
(Continued  on  page  Jo) 
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A  Child's  Life 

"Isn't  he  cute,"  said  Grace,  tweaking 

Edgar   Jr.    on    his    toe Edgar 

moved   his  toe  out  of  the  way  with   a 
tightening  of  his  lips. 

"Mumsy's  own  darling,"  snuggled  his 
mother  with  her  best  companj'  air  of  deep 
interest  and  affection.  "Really,  Grace, 
he's  growing  up  so  fast  that  we  can't  get 
his  little  rompers  any  more  than  made 
when  he's  ready  for  a  bigger  pair.  Three 
years  old  now  ....  my!  It  seems  like 
three  weeks."  She  thought  of  all  the 
washing  on  all  the  lines  on  all  the  days 
of  those  three  years. 

"Three  years.  Tsk!  Tsk!"  said  Grace, 
chasing  one  of  Edgar  Jr.'s  excited  toes 
again.  "Edgar!  Edgar!  Who's  little 
boy  are  you  ?" 

"I'm  Mamma's  little  boy,"  said  Edgar 
dutifully,  with  a  sixty-year  boredom  in 
his  voice. 

"Isn't  that  cute?"  gushed  Grace.  "Oh, 
Edgar,  don't  you  love  your  Aunt  Gracie 
just  a  little  teeny  bit?"  Edgar  didn't 
answer  but  his  lip  curled  over  his  baby 
teeth. 

"Mammy  certainly  loves  him,"  said 
the  parent,  shaking  her  head  with  easy 
finality.     "The  little  darling." 

Grace  finally  captured  the  errant  toe 
again  and  began  caressing  it.  "OooH! 
Auntie  Gracie  loves  him  ....  does  her 
ittle  bittie  boy  love  her  just  a  ittle  bit?" 

Edgar  surveyed  her  with  beautiful  con- 
tempt. "Aw,  go  to  hell!"  said  he,  pick- 
ing up  his  train  and  creeping  out  into  the 
sunshine. 

D.  IV. 


AWFUL  FUNNY 
"Do  you  hear  the  whistle?     A  cattle 
boat  just  made  port." 

"My,  what  they  won't  make  it  out  of  !" 


DO  YOU  REMEMBER  WAY 
BACK  WHEN 

Freshmen  vvore  their  green  caps? 

Omar  Miller  was  a  freshman? 

Everybody  could  afford  to  buy  books? 

All  clocks  on  the  campus  told  the  same 
time  ? 

When  there  was  room  enough  to  dance 
at  the  informals? 

Paul  Sandegren  had  hair  on  his  head? 
E.  M.  J. 


COMMENCEMENT  NUMBER 

This  month  has  passed 

I  should  be  glad 
This  month  has  passed 

But  I  am  sad 
This  month  has  passed 

Ah,  sad  my  lot 
This  month  has  passed 

But  I  have  not. 

E.  M.  J. 


Doctor:      What    you    need 
a  little  sun. 

Warm    Young    Thing:      Oh, 
doctor! 
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Now  that  the  Circus  is  over  we  can 
divulge  the  grimy  details  of  the  kidnap- 
ing of  Paul  Alfred  Theophile  Sandegren. 
Lineups 
Barker 
Paul  Sandegren 
Elmer  Eldridge 
Clarence  Nichols 
Kirk  Earnshaw 

Common  People 
Rolley  Myers 
Carl  Zeigler 
The  Fy  Caps 
The  Fy  Pie  Fies 
Darrell  Ware 
First  Quarter: 

Myers  led  off  for  the  Common  Peo- 
ple with  a  plea  to  Sandegren.  He  was 
supported  by  Julie  Holmes,  Bill  Martin 
and  Darrell  Ware.  Myers  was  stopped 
for  no  gain  by  a  fierce  (denial  on  the 
part)  of  Sandegren.  (Score,  Barker  i: 
Common  People  o.) 
Second  Quarter: 

IMyers  went  ahead  for  a  large  gain  on 
a  successfully  executed  injunction,  Frank- 
lin to  Myers.  Sandegren  fought  desper- 
ately and  finally  got  the  officials'  state- 
ment that  the  injunction  was  illegal. 
(Score,  Barker  2:  Common  People  O.) 
Third  Quarter: 

Myers  proceeded 
to  the  News  Index 
Office  with  the  rest 
of  his  team,  includ- 
ing the  hesitant  Mr. 
Zeigler.  From  the 
press  box  his  inten- 
tions were  evident. 
He  meant  to  kidnap 
Sandegren.  He  was 
stopped  for  no  gain 
by  the  arrival  of 
Elmer  Eldridge  and  his  razor.  Time 
was  taken  out,  while  the  contestants 
argued.  The  arrival  of  the  police  hast- 
ened the  departure  of  Myers  and  his  Fy 
Caps.  (Score,  Barker  3:  Common  Peo- 
ple o. ) 
Fourth  Quarter: 

Earnshaw  was  substituted  for  about 
eight  ambitious  Scribbler  Frosh.  He  im- 
mediately got  into  an  open  field  and  got 
to  the  Phi  Pi  Phi  house  before  he  was 
downed.  On  the  next  play  he  inveigled 
Myers  into  coming  out  for  a  beer.  Myers 
16 


u>t.erA          ^^^ 

t. 

.aP 

tm^ 

^^^m\ 

^^1 

Wt 

w 

^^^        itrtl 

<§/Mi 

shot  through  the  front  door  of  Eldridge's 
car,  and  was  nailed  by  Sandegren  and 
Nichols.  The  car  proceeded  to  the  Cal- 
vary Beach.  The  water  was  cold.  Myers 
shivered.  Nichols  thrust  a  tentative 
finger  into  the  water  ;  the  finger  was  con- 
gealed. Time  was  taken  out  while  El- 
dridge debated  with  Myers  on  the  propo- 
sition "that  you  either  go  up  to  the 
Scribbler  House  and  tell  the  fellows 
what  you  were  going  to  do  to  Sandy,  or 
get  ready  for  a  damn  good  ducking." 
Eldridge  stood  ready  to  support  either 
side  of  the  question.  They  proceeded  to 
the  Scribbler  House.  Myers  got  out  of 
the  car.  In  the  excitement  of  the  mo- 
ment no  one  thought  to  hold  him.  With 
utter  disregard  for  politeness  Myers  ran 
away,  down  Sheridan  Road.  The  game 
ended  as  Myers  turned  around  to  moan : 
"Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers,  life 
is  but  an  empty  dream."  Final  Score: 
Barker  4;  Common  People  o. 


The  Circus  was  a  great  success.  Omar 
Miller  and  Bob  Day  were  able  to  pay 
the  rent  on  the  mortician's  uniforms  they 
were  wearing.  Pres.  Weir's  vodvil  tent 
was  \vorth  attending,  although  White, 
O'Keefe,  Eldridge,  and  Speck  did  get  off 
a  lot  of  guff  about  Horses.  We  were 
painfully  surprised  to  see  one  of  the  more 
beautiful  Kappa  freshmen  singing  the 
words  of  the  equine  ballad.  K.  O.  Cook- 
ingham  and  Bunny  Potel  barked  for  four 
hours  and  six  minutes  without  a  pause, 
e.xhorting  the  men  to  "be  a  hero,  and 
break  down  with  a  dime."  The  Ferris 
wheel  attracted  the  usual  number  of  D. 

U's as  spectators.  In  the  main  show 

the  Pi  Phi's  won  from  the  Try  Delts  by 
the  length  of  Emerson  Mathias'  nose.  A 
very  large  margin,  we  assure  you.  We 
were  pleased  to  admit  that  we  got  our 
money's  worth  even  if  we  did  get  in  on 
an  official's  badge. 


The  Delta  Gamma  Night  Club  is 
coming  off  soon.  Some  of  the  eager  Fy 
Delts  are  going  to  wear  white  flannels. 
As  we  remember  it,  last  year's  Night 
Club  was  tough  on  white  flannels.  There 
will  be  the  usual  pony  chorus,  of  which 
one  of  the  Osgoods  (take  your  choice) 
will  be  the  backbone.  And  Murnie  has 
promised  to  sing.    As  an  added  attraction 


the  D.  G's  have  announced  that  the  N. 
K.  C.  alumni  will  be  barred.  The  tickets 
ought  to  go  fast. 


Here  we  have  the  report  of  an  actual 
conversation  (?)  between  Carl  Zeigler 
and  Jo  Jo  Heffner. 

Jojo :  "If  I  were  your  wife  I'd  poison 
your  coffee." 

Carl :  "If  y-y-y-y-y-you  w-w-w-w-w-w- 
were  m-m-m-m-my  w-w-w-w-w-w-w- 
wife,  I'd  d-d-d-d-d-d-d-drink  it." 


We    thought    when    Good    Morning 
Glory    was    over, 
we'd  find  something 
new    in    the    Lost 
Word.      But    no! 
Every    morning    it's 
there,  in  heavy  type. 
Gosh,     Darrell,     if 
the  Phi   Delts  have  , 
failed  you  why  don't ' 
you  fall  back  on  the  ' 
Alpha  Xi  Delts? 


We  are  looking  forward  to  interfrater- 
nity  sing  with  great  interest.  Because 
there  won't  be  any  freshman  caps  to  burn. 
We  haven't  seen  one  for  weeks.  And 
that  makes  it  tough  because  we  thought 
we'd  find  out  who  the  frosh  president  is. 
He  is  supposed  to  officiate  at  cap  burning. 
Heretofore  he  has  never  appeared  within 
the  view  of  our  hawklike  eye.  Anyhow, 
whoever  he  is,  Ave  wish  him  better  luck 
with  the  Tri  Delts  than  Savage  has  had. 


Don  Quixote  De  Cordova  has  done 
just  what  we  thought  he'd  do.  He's 
fallen  for  Ruth  Seanor,  who  has  been 
temporarily  free  from  the  attention  of 
Claire  Matthews.  Claire  has  been  mak- 
ing forty  a  week  acting  as  bridegroom  on 
the  stage  of  the  local  nickelodeon.  The 
two  gentlemen  in  question  will  undoubt- 
edly wage  an  interesting  battle  for  the 
affection  of  the  fair  lady.  (Has  anybody 
ever  found  out  why  Joe  Beck  checked 
out?) 


Now  we're  through  for  the  year,  and 
are  damn  glad  of  it.  If  anybody  claims 
that  his  tender  sensibilities  have  been 
wounded  by  the  contents  of  this  column, 
let  him  ruminate  peacefully  on  the  evi- 
dence of  turpitude  in  his  own  conscience 
ere  he  commits  any  one  of  the  three  de- 
grees of  murder  on 

Aunt  Polly. 
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"/  hear  that  the  dean   of  women  is  going  to  try  to  stop   necking." 
"I  should  think  she  would,  a  woman  of  her  age." 


Disappointed  Danny 

One  night  it  happened  to  befall 
That  on  my  love  I  thought  I'd  call: 
My  car  was  ready,  my  suit  was  pressed, 
And  in  a  jiffy  I  was  dressed 
For  dance  or  show  or  parlor  duty. 
A  little  speed  on  a  well-known  road 
Soon  reached  the  home  of  my  cutie. 
But  what  was  that?    Another  car? 
I  gazed  and  gazed,  then  turned  and  left ; 
What  else  was  there  to  do  ? 
For,  on  the  other  car,  a  sign. 
Quite  plain  in  the  glaring  light. 
Told  me  that  this  was  Willys  Knight. 
Mandarin. 


Oh,  How  Nasty! 

"I  just  sent  back  that  eliminator  that 
was  supposed  to  subdue  all  those 
screechy  noises." 

"Why  did  you  do  that?" 

"It  was  too  small  for  my  wife's 
tongue." 


"Do  you  play  pool?" 

"No,  I'm  terribly  afraid  of  water." 


"She  said  she'd  be  dressed  in  a  minute." 
"And  wasn't  she?" 

"No!    That  dress  was  no  longer  than 
a  second." 


"Madame,  don't  you  like  these  shoes?" 
"No,  give  me  a  smaller  pair.     These 
fit." 


Imagine  My  Embarrassment 

AND  THEN  THERE  WAS  the 
absent-minded-professor  who  kissed  the 
garbage  and  threw  his  wife  out  the 
window. 

We're  still  looking  for  the  A.  M.  P. 
who  forgot  to  assign  the  homework. 


And  I  haven't  stopped  wondering  why 
those  football  rooters  kept  yelling,  "Hold 
that  line!"  when  there  was  a  fifteen  yard 
penalty  for  holding. 


Anyway  you  just  gotta  believe  tha  anti- 
pleasure  societies  when  they  say  that 
smoking  stunts  tha  mentality  and  warps 
tha  natural  powers.  Wasn't  Coolidge 
president  while  Dawes  is  only  vice-presi- 
dent? 
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GOOD-BYE 

Well,  the  time  has  come.  We're  ready 
to  say  good-bye  to  you,  and  you,  and  you. 
We're  ready  to  take  our  last  walk  around 
the  campus,  to  look  up  with  a  kind  of 
adoring  look  at  old  U.  H.  clock,  to  smile 
reminiscently  over  those  happy  hours  on 
the  steps,  to  think  back  over  four  long 
years   of   trials  and   troubles,   of   heart- 


aches and  happinesses.  Four  long  years. 
Almost  a  lifetime.  A  world  of  adven- 
tures. But  we're  ready.  And  these 
places  which  we  have  occupied  so  long 
we  turn  over  to  you  who  will  follow  and 
18 


hope  that  you  will  do  a  better  job  than 
did  we. 

Four  years  is  a  long  time.  And  in 
our  four  years  we  crowded  in  as  much 
as  we  could  get.  We  stirred  about  here, 
and  there,  and  there, — everywhere  we 
could,  and  got,  oh  so  much,  in  return. 
We've  learned  a  lot,  too.  More  than 
studies ;  more  than  about  sororities  and 
fraternities ;  more  than  about  magazines 
and  circuses  and  football  games.  We've 
learned  a  lot  about  life.  We  realize 
that  we've  got  very,  very  much  more 
to  learn.  But,  we  aren't  so  very  afraid. 
No. 

You  know,  folks.  Northwestern  has 
been  mighty  good.  Wherever  we  have 
traveled  we  have  found  the  university 
respected,  socially,  scholastically.  It's 
been   great.     But,   before  we  go,  there 


are  a  few  things  we'd  like  to  talk  about. 
Northwestern  should  have  more  spirit 
than  it  has  at  present.  When  the  name 
is  spoken,  we  ought  to  thrill  that  we  are 
a  part  of  it,  that  we  are  helping  to  make 
it  something  better.  We  ought  to  be 
proud  to  be  'Northwestern  men  or  North- 
western women.  We  ought  to  let  every- 
body know  of  our  school,  flame  to  fire 
heat  with  a  sort  of  patriotic  love  for  it. 
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Oh,  some  of  you  are  laughing,  cynically, 
and  saying  blah  in  a  nasty,  sarcastic  way, 
but  you  know  that  underneath  it's  the 
thing  that  would  make  N.  U.  more  glo- 
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rious  than  ever.  What'U  help?  A 
school  song  that  could  thrill  us  as  Hail 
to  the  Orange  thrills  the  Illini.  A  song 
like  that,  one  which  would  veritably 
make  our  hair  stand  on  end  would  be 
great.  Great?  You  bet.  There  are 
other  things,  too,  but  what  they  are  we 
don't  know. 

You  know,  one  of  the  things  we've 
learned  is  that  you  can't  enter  too  many 
activities  and  do  a  good  job  of  them  all 
besides  your  studies.  Every  day,  that  is 
brought  forcibly  to  mind.  It  should  re- 
quire a  great  deal  of  thought  upon  those 
who  are  to  follow.  In  the  end,  it  is  the 
studies  which  are  the  real  things  to  get. 
Without  them  you  can't  get  a  good  job 


whoop 


on  campus.  Without  them  you  haven't 
the  respect  of  your  fellows.  Get  your 
studies  first.  That  would  be  our  motto 
to  freshmen  were  we  to  be  asked. 

On  the  senior  statistics  blank  was 
listed  this  question  :  Which  department 
in  the  University  is  the  weakest?  We 
couldn't  decide  at  first,  but  finally  hit 
upon   the   English   department.      Why? 


Because  it  is  weak  when  it  comes  to 
teaching  the  art  of  writing.  There  isn't 
one  man  in  the  department  who  puts  his 
theories  into  practice.  Once  in  a  great 
while  we  see  a  text  come  from  the  de- 
partment; but  only  once  in  a  while. 
Frankly,  we  didn't  like  Bennie  DeVoto, 
but  we  did  respect  him  for  his  opinions 
and  for  his  actually  doing  what  he  tried 
to  teach  us  to  do.  Thank  the  Lord  for 
Dr.  Snyder,  Dr.  Smart,  Dr.  Brown  and 
one  or  two  others.  We  wish  Kaye  were 
back,  and  Mabbott,  and  Mattingly,  too. 
Good  men,  all. 

While  we're  talking  about  depart- 
ments, let  us  rummage  about  a  bit. 
There's  Speech,  one  of  the  great  depart- 
ments of  our  school,  and  yet,  from  that 
great  faculty  has  come  but  three  books, 
and  all  those  at  the  hands  of  one  man. 
Lew  Sarett.  Sometimes  we  think  it 
would  be  a  stronger  department  if  its 
members  would  hit  into  the  game  of 
writing  and  espouse  some  of  the  theories 
which  the  Speech  school  is  supposedly 
noted  for. 

But,  all  in  all,  we're  satisfied.  So, 
we  turn  to  lighter  things.  The  year, 
this  last  one,  has  been  one  of  great  pleas- 
ure. We  took  over  the  job  of  editing  the 
Purple  Parrot  with  the  fervent  hope  that 
we  could  make  it  the  best  comic  in  col- 
lege circles.  Whether  we've  done  that, 
we  are  not  in  a  position  to  judge.     How- 


ever, we  do  know  that  the  staff  has  been 
a  great  staff,  that  we  have  been  proud 
of  its  efficiency,  and  of  its  genius.  We 
do  know  that  we've  enjoyed  being  to- 
gether, liked  working  towards  a  common 
goal.  Ten  years  from  now  we'll  hold  a 
reunion,  and  most  likely  find  amongst  us, 
greats  of  the  literary  world,  and  of  the 
art  world,  all  people  we'll  be  proud  to 
know. 

But  now,  now  I'm  going  to  forget  this 
editorial  "we"  and  come  right  down  to 
homespun.     Friends,  good-bye.     North- 


western, good-bye.  When  June  seven- 
teen comes  along,  I  know  damn  well  that 
I'll  be  holding  back  tears  and  choking 
over  a  lump  in  my  throat.  I'll  know 
then  that  here  on  campus,  I  have  made 
some  of  the  best  friends  I  shall  ever 
have,  that  I  shall  always  remember 
these  days  as  glorious  days  of  happiness 
and  contentment,  memories  sweet  and 
everlasting.  It  has  all  been  very,  very 
wonderful  .  .  .  very,  very  wonderful  .  .  . 
good-bye  .  .  .  good-bye.  .  .  . 

W.  H.  Fetridge. 
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For  all  these  awful,  awful  long  months  you've  been  aching,  just  aching  to  know,  haven't  you?  Aching  to  know  who 
Aunt  Polly  is  and  whoinell  the  deacon  is,  hain't  you?  And  we've  been  aching  to  tell,  so  that  some  of  the  cross  looks  which 
have  been  cast  in  our  direction  might  well  go  to  those  who  so  justly,  richly  and  honestly  deserve  them.  And  now,  now 
we're  about  ready  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  everything.  We're  ready  to  expose  all  that  everybody  might  be  verra',  verra' 
heppy  when  they're  through  reading  this,  the  last  issue  of  this  year's  Parrot.     Here's  the  dope: 

Follyana  had  a  ruther  stormy  career  this  year.  Fust,  a  gink  by  the  name  of  Steiu  McLaughlin  tried  his  hand,  but  it 
was  shaky  efter  the  fust  two  issues,  so  we  turned  to  thoughts  of  love  and  fency,  and  whoinell  should  we  pick,  but  Kirk 
Earnshaw,  the  boy  reporter.  And  then,  he,  efter  many,  many  issues,  decided  that  the  school  (Northwestern  Univer- 
sity, Evanston,  Illinois)  wusn't  treating  him  swell-like;  so  he  checked  out  and,  well, — what  else  was  left  to  do?  We  just 
had  to  choose  that  little  gazinkus,  Dick  Oldberg,  associate  editor,  to  do  the  dirty  work.  And  he  loved  it,  loved  to  write 
the  gore  about  the  Delta  Gammas  and  the  Kappas  and  the  Pi  phis,  etceteras.  And,  we  think  that  he's  done  a  good  job  of 
it,  going  just  so  far,  and  not  far  enough.     And  we've  been  mighty,  mighty,  mighty  satisfied.    And  how  about  you?    Danks. 

And  the  deacon!  Folks,  you  all  guessed  wrong,  the  deacon  is  none  other  than  John  Dreiske,  Lambda  Chi  Alpha,  Sigma 
Delta  Chi,  funster  and  a  lotta'  other  things.  It's  to  him  that  we've  been  indebted  for  Chapel  Hour,  that  column  which  has 
been  a  constant  source  of  quaint,  good  humor,  of  sharp,  delicious  attacks,  of  beautiful  onslaughts.  We  thank  Jawn,  thank 
him  for  having  made  the  Parrot  a  bit  more  worthwhile.  We  accept  the  thanks,  and  hope  that  no  eggs  be  in  the  bouquets 
you  throw  at  Jawn,  cuz, — cuz,  honestly,  he  didn't  mean  it    that   way. 

But,  hain't  this  been  a  great  year?  Whoopee! 
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WRONG  OFFICE 

Mrs.  Mack:  "Fm  bothered  with  a 
little  wart  Fd  like  to  have  removed." 

Dr.  Williams :  "The  divorce  lawyer 
is  at  the  second  door  to  your  left." 


MY  GOODNESS! 

A  little  colored  boy  was  sitting 
slumped  down  in  a  chair  with  his  feet 
resting  on  top  of  the  table,  when  his 
mammy  came  into  the  room  and  said : 
"Lord,  yo  is  a  lazy  boy,  youse  zackly 
like  yo  pappy.  Thank  God,  I  didn't 
marrv  dat  man !" 


HOW  FUNNY! 

"There  was  a  girl  in  my  class  who  was 
deeply  in  love." 

"What  about  it?" 

"Oh,  nothing — just  that  we  were  in 
the  same  class." 


"Dear,  Dear!  The  doctor's  coming 
today  to  collect  his  bill.  What  can  I 
do  to  keep  him  away?" 

"Go  eat  an  apple." 


"Maud   ate   nothing   but   an   apple   a 
day." 

"Did  the  doctor  stay  away?" 
"Yes,  but  the  undertaker  came." 


"Who  was  that  man  I  just 
saw  you  kissing?" 

"What  the  hell  is  it  to  you 
anyway?" 

"I  at  least  ought  to  be  intro- 
duced, seeing  I'm  your  husband 
and  all." 


Hot:     Did  you  ever  see  a  Kappa  key? 
Stuff:      Yeah — but    did    you    ever   see    an 
Alpha  Xi  Delt  quiver? 


Senior's  Adios  to  His  Alma 
Mater 

Goodbye,  old  school I'm  going 

to  miss 
A  lot  of  things  you've  given  me. 
I've  alreadv  missed  a  lot  of  things 
Which  you  WOULDN'T  give  to  me. 
But  I  do  not  hold  any  rancor 
And  I'll  do  most  anything  to  get  away. 
Fm  going  to  regret  your  easy  hours,  how- 
ever. 
Never  again  will  I  have  afternoons  free. 
That's  the  only  free  thing  here,   I  mav 

add. 
I'll  regret  your  Barker  drives,  your  many 

campaigns.     I  always  have. 
I'll  miss  being  part  of  this,  the  world's 
Greatest  dating  bureau.     It's  going  to  be 

tough,  going  it  all  alone.     Having  to 

hunt  for  dates.     (Sob,  sob.) 
I'll  miss  having  to  work  for  marks. 
Especially  since  I've  been  such  an  easy 

mark  right  along. 
I'll  miss  your  long  lectures  and  your  fine 

associations.     But  all  fooling  aside. 
What  I  really  am  going  to  miss  is  the 
Greatest  thing  you've  ever  given  me:  the 

Student  Ticket  Book! 

Darrell  J!  are. 


"Do  you  think  she  will  make  her 
grades?"  asked  the  farmer  as  he  hitched 
up  the  mule  and  started  out  on  a  journey 
across  the  hills. 


As  the  boat  was  pulling  away  from 
the  pier,  a  woman  with  a  grip  in  her 
hand  ran  up  to  a  dock  hand.  "Oh,  sir, 
do  you  think  I  can  make  it?"  she  asked, 
excitedly,  eyeing  the  distance  between  the 
boat  and  the  pier.  "Yes,"  was  the  reply, 
"easy,  in  two  jumps." 


PURPLE 


R  ROT 


Our  Own  Murder  Mysteries 

By  Ned  Fleming 

Not  to  be  outdone  by  "Liberty"  or 
the  WGN  or  others  we  hereby  intro- 
duce our  own  murder  mysteries  and  pre- 
sent herewith  three  of  the  most  baffling 
mysteries  of  the  year.  In  all  three  cases 
the  murderer  or  murderers  were  never 
captured  and  the  best  minds  of  the  uni- 
versity sought  to  apprehend  them,  but  in 
vain.  Perhaps  YOU  can  throw  some 
light  on  the  mystery.  Perhaps  YOU 
will  present  the  clew  that  will  bring  the 
mystery  to  solution.  Send  in  your  an- 
swers at  once.  The  winners  will  be  in- 
troduced to  the  editors  of  the  Parrot  and 
will  be  allowed  to  take  them  to  dinner. 
WHO  KILLED  THEM? 

Case  I  —  The  Shocking  Murder  of  Dr. 
PuJiipernickle. 

Dr.  Emory  Pumpernickle,  M.A., 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.,  was  discovered  in  his 
study  one  fine,  bright,  sunny  June  morn- 
ing stone  dead.  He  had  been  brutally 
murdered  in  such  a  manner  as  to  indicate 
the  work  of  a  homicidal  maniac.  The 
room  showed  evidences  of  a  terrific  strug- 
gle, tables  and  chairs  being  smashed  into 
kindling  wood,  and  books  and  papers 
jumbled  in  a  disorderly  heap.  Nothing 
of  value  was  missing  from  the  apartment 
save  a  few  examination  blue  books  and  a 
record  book  such  as  instructors  use  for 
the  purpose  of  keeping  marks  and  grades 
of  examinations  and  recitations.  Dr. 
Pumpernickle  was  a  man  of  quiet  and 
studious  habits,  he  led  a  sheltered  life 
and  was  evidently  assaulted  as  he  sat 
at  his  desk  correcting  the  examinations 
which  he  had  given  that  afternoon  in 
his  course  of  Phyosophagry  B-4.  His 
colleagues,  when  questioned,  expressed 
great  surprise  at  his  untimely  demise  but 
could  throw  no  light  on  the  mystery. 
His  students  were  inexpressibly  shocked 
but  none  of  them  could  advance  a  plaus- 
ible theory.  WHO  KILLED  DR. 
PUAIPERNICKLE? 

Case  2 — Dotty  Vacuum,  the  Kappa 
Butterfly. 

When  Dotty  Vacuum  failed  to  appear 
at  her  usual  hour  of  arising,  1 1  :30  A.  M., 
her  sisters  at  the  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 
sorority  house  became  alarmed  and  broke 
into  her  room.  There  a  terrible  sight 
met  their  eyes.  Dotty  Vacuum,  the 
golden  haired  and  starry  eyed,  lay  dead 
with  an  expression  of  unmistakable  hor- 
ror stamped  upon  her  vacant  features. 
Near  by  lay  a  baseball  bat  and  an  axe, 
the  instruments  of  death,  together  with  a 
Colt  .44  automatic  revolver.  The  mur- 
derer, evidently  a  man  of  great  physical 


strength,  had  attempted  to  blow  up  the 
house  after  the  crime  as  several  kegs  of 
gun  powder  and  TNT  with  the  nec- 
essary fuses  were  discovered  by  the  police. 
Dotty 's  frightened  sisters  were  able  to 
give  the  police  no  information  beyond  the 
fact  that  Dotty  had  always  been  a  normal 
Kappa  type,  was  popular  on  the  campus 
and  had  always  had  many  friends  and 
plenty  of  dates.  Indeed,  on  the  night 
of  the  murder,  she  had  visited  the  Drake 
with  several  couples  and  had  seemed  in 
unusually  fine  spirits.  She  had  partaken 
of  a  hearty  meal  there  consisting  of  fruit 
salad,  lobster,  French  fried  potatoes, 
rolls,  pastrw  and  coffee  and  had  kept  all 
present  interested  with  an  account  of  the 
many  dates  she  had  had  with  various 
wonderful  men.  Dotty  was  a  perfect 
lady  and  never  indulged  in  petting  or 
kissing  games  of  any  kind.  No  one  was 
ever  arrested  for  the  crime.  What  is 
your  guess,  reader?  WHO  KILLED 
LITTLE  DOTTY  VACUUM? 

Case  3 — The  Corpse  in  the  Lake. 

One  day  in  the  early  Spring  of  1929, 
a  terror-stricken  member  of  the  Evans- 
ton  Coast  Guard  rushed  into  Willard 
Hall,  babbling  incoherently  and  sobbing 
that  there  was  a  man  in  the  lake.  A 
rescue  party  was  hastily  organized  and 
after  some  difficulty  the  body  of  a  young 
man  with  a  heavy  anvil  tied  around  his 
neck    was    recovered    from    the   waters. 


Respiratory  methods  having  failed,  the 
body  was  removed  to  the  undertaker's 
where  it  was  identified  as  that  of  Bruno 
Bonehead,  prominent  fraternity  man, 
athlete,  and  Don  Juan  at  Northwestern 
University.  Identification  was  made 
through  the  discovery  of  a  silver  plate 
riveted  into  his  skull  engraved  "B.  B. 
from  his  brothers  in  Phi  Delta  Theta, 
1926,"  this  plate,  it  developed,  was  a  pres- 
ent to  him  in  appreciation  of  his  election 
to  the  football  captaincy  some  three  years 
previously.  The  evidence  pointed  to  mur- 
der and  the  police  set  about  a  thorough 
investigation.  The\  discovered  that 
Bonehead  had  been  well  known  and  liked 
on  the  campus.  That  he  was  of  a  fun- 
loving  nature  and  often  amused  himself 
by  playing  practical  jokes  on  his  friends. 
He  was  fond  of  all  kinds  of  pranks  and 
delighted  in  them  while  his  size  and 
strength  made  retaliation  impractical. 
He  borrowed  clothes  and  money  with  a 
lavish  hand  and  frequently  could  be  seen 
driving  around  in  the  high  powered  mo- 
tor cars  of  his  host  of  co-ed  admirers. 
It  is  also  known  that  he  was  often  heard 
to  boast  that  he  had  never  paid  a  check 
in  his  life.  Some  cigarette  ashes  were 
found  in  the  cuffs  of  his  trousers.  The 
murderer  was  never  caught  and  perhaps 
he  passed  you  on  the  street  today.  Well  ? 
What  about  it  ?  What  would  vour  guess 
be?  WHO  KILLED  BRUNO 
BONEHEAD? 


"Do  monks  have  any  fun  at  monasteries?'* 
"Nun," 
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Nancy  Ann  says:  "Don't  take  life  too  seriously — you'll  never  get  out  alive." 


THE  VERY  OLD  MAN  AND  THE 
ENLIGHTMENT  SOCIETY 

WELL,  Jack  says  that  the  old  bozo 
was  a  hundred  years  old,  and  before  the 
day  was  out,  there  was  about  three  hun- 
derd  delegates  or  maybe  fourty  from  the 
local  W.  C.  T.  U.,  the  local  churches, 
the  Temperance  Society,  the  old  woman's 
gossipping  clubb,  and  tha  etc.  invited 
themselves  out  to  his  house  and  began 
taking  testimonials  and  confessions  from 
him.  Well,  they  said,  so  yer  hittin  tha 
century  today?  You  never  smoked  or 
chewed  or  dranked  or — smoked,  didja? 
And  another  said  no,  and  you  didnt  use 
nasty  werds,  or  chew  gum,  or  make  faces 
at  yer  teacher,  aint  it?  And  they  all 
agreed  that  he  minded  hiz  parents  and 
never  axed  for  two  pieces  of  pie,  and  he, 
being  human  an  perfect  like  you  an  me 
an  all  humans  are,  nodded  hiz  head  and 
told  them  that  they  wer  right.  To  wich 
they  replied  Hooray,  hooray  1  that  iz  why 
you  lived  so  long, — now  let  us  go  forth 
and  enliten  the  peepul  with  these  facs. 
But  before  they  got  to  the  door,  thev 
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herd  a  helova  racket  upstairs — pounding, 
and  bumping,  and  yelling.  They  turned 
back  to  the  old  man.  What  iz  that  awful 
noise?  they  said.  O,  he  ansered,  looking 
toward  tha  ceiling;  that  must  be  paw; 
I  guess  hez  drunk  agin ! 

Emmerson   Whitney. 


Who  Knows? 


Where  will  I  be  when  the  year  is  done? 
What  will  I  find  to  be  true  ? 
Will  I  get  up  with  the  rising  sun 
With  a  hell  of  a  lot  to  do  ? 

Or  will  I  stretch  on  some  island  sand 
Thrill  with  a  dream  come  true. 
Far  from  the  sweat-shops  of  this  fair  land 
With  not  a  blamed  thing  to  do? 

Which  is  the  life  I  really  want 
Travel  and  hardship  and  such. 
Or  life  in  the  city  I  now  confront 
Which  I  think  that  I  hate  so  much? 

It  probably  lies  in  the  hand  of  fate.  .  .  . 
My  happiness  really  might  be 
Not  in  the  bounds  of  some  wild  state 
But  here  in  this  town  that  I  see. 

Regardless  of  that  I  must  travel  and  try 
All  that  my  dreams  have  foretold 
I'll  likely  return  here,  oh,  by  and  by 
And  with  you  grow  comfortably  old. 

Then   I'll  discover  and   not  until  then 
Just  what  is  the  path  to  pursue 
But  now  in  the  manner  of  almost  all  men 
I'm  searching  for  something  brand  new! 
D.W. 


Teacher:  Tommy  is  "trousers"  sin- 
gular or  plural? 

Tommy  (after  much  thought)  :  Sin- 
gular at  the  top  and  plural  at  the  bot- 
tom. 


Kappa:  Alice  refused  to  marry  John 
unless  they  were  married  in  an  airplane. 

Sig:  What's  the  matter,  did  she  think 
that  no  man  on  earth  was  good  enough 
for  her? 


Why  do  you  go  out  with  May  so  much  more  tlu 
Oh,  just  following  the  line  of  least  resistance! 


I  with  any  of  the  other  girls? 


P  U  R  P  L  E/:^P  A  R  ROT 


The  Small-Town  Guy  at  College 
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The  Greatest  Show  on  Earth 


The  curtain  rises  some  September 
morning  to  reveal  the  Big  Fellow  of 
high  school  last  year,  wandering  on  the 
campus  feeling  very  much  like  a  little 
fellow — so  doggoned  little — because  of 
the  large  University  buildings.  The 
little  fellow  loafs  along  the  walk,  maybe 
just  a  bit  homesick  and  probably  feeling 
very  strange  and  lost. 

Then  suddenly  he  is  shown  in  the  thick 
of  things.  He  is  being  glad-handed  at 
fraternity  houses,  rushed  back  and  forth, 
muddled  by  the  haste,  confused  by  the 
soft-soap  and  sincerely  scared  that  he  will 
not  be  pledged.  And  some  Sunday  at 
midnight  he  will  either  be  presented  a 
pledge  button,  or  sit  and  talk  feverishly 
with  some  kind  upperclassman  and  watch, 
with  a  slowly  sinking  heart,  other  fresh- 
men appearing  with  the  button  of  mem- 
bership.    Until  at  last,  with  a  gnawing 


fear  and  pain  in  his  heart,  he  realizes  that 
he  has  been  passed  over — and  so  stumbles 
forth  into  a  new  and  strangely  cruel 
world. 

But  he  forgets  all  that  and  finally  gets 
into  the  swing  of  things.  He  learns  to 
properly  credit  the  value  of  "bull"  in  the 
modern  college.  He  learns  that  co-eds 
are  self-conscious  young  things  who  can 
be  classified  according  to  any  form  he 
chooses:  in  that  of  temperature,  tempera- 
ment or  just  plain  temper. 

As  the  action  of  the  play  develops,  he 
discovers  that  the  professors  are,  as  a 
rule,  willing  to  leave  him  alone  if  he 
will  let  them  alone.  He  finds  them  more 
interested  in  their  theses,  in  their  outside 
jobs,  in  their  books  to  be  published  and 
subsequently  foisted  on  the  student,  than 
they  are  in  their  courses.  He  learns  to 
forgive  professors  for  droning  out  their 
notes — notes  which  have  been  compiled 
years  before  and  never  sifted  or  dusted 
regardless  of  the  advances  the  subject  has 
made.  He  learns  to  forgive  the  "I — I — 
I"  of  the  teachers,  and  to  take  the  gaff 
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from  the  young  instructors  who  are  still 
bluffing  their  way  around  with  a  sort  of 
collegiate  hangover.  He  sees  that  the 
school  life  is  great  on  the  surface — and 
just  like  so  much  stage  tinsel. 

But  his  interest  in  co-eds  sustains  him, 
for  in  his  first  three  years  he  will  not  be 
shown  to  have  learned  that  these  sweet, 
young,  winsome  girls  are  business-bound. 
Although  they  may  be  taking  the  most 
liberal  of  liberal  courses  they  are  full  of 
business.  Not  until  his  senior  year  does 
he  fully  realize  that  those  innocent  ap- 
pearing young  things  are  out  gunning 
for  him.  They  knov\-  that  they  are  slated 
to  be  Generals  over  armies  of  pots  and 
pans  unless  they  can  hook  some  prospec- 
tive millionaire.  They  don't  want  to 
enter  the  commercial  world  and  work ! 
They  don't  want  the  pain  of  scratching 
for  a  living!  Let  the  men  do  it.  They 
want  some  nice,  ambitious,  accommodat- 
ing young  fellow  and  they  want  to  hang 
on  to  him,  glorying  in  his  valiant  struggle 
to  rise  above  their  handicap.  They  want 
to  be  proud  of  the  effort  he  makes  to 
rise  above  the  anchor  which  they  fasten 
on  him  in  their  own  persons. 

The  action  of  the  play  allows  him  to 
see  things  with  a  truer  judgment  his 
senior  year.  He  begins  to  realize  that 
girls  consider  it  their  business  to  be  nice, 
to  be  alluring,  to  be  desirable.  He  be- 
gins to  see  that  while  they  are  smilingly 
nice  to  one  another,  they  are  fundamen- 
tally built  to  get  all  they  can  get  from 
other  members  of  their  sex.  The  senior 
may  learn  caution  when  he  realizes  this : 
he  may  go  on  and  allow  himself  to  be 
chained  up. 

Chained!  Chained  to  the  seven-ten 
each  morning  down  town  and  and  the 
five-fifteen  home!  Chained  to  a  life 
wherein  he  dare  not  take  a  chance  but 
rather  must  plod  along  steadily  .  .  .  . 
wearily  ....  battling  to  mount  above 
petty  blockages  ....  condemned  to  live 
out  the  brief  days  of  his  life  as  an  autom- 
aton. A  little  mechanical  spoon  destined 
to  work  away  in  an  effort  to  feed  so  many 
hungry  mouths.  His  youthful  dreams  of 
travel  ....  strange  sights  and  strange 
places  ....  merely  dreams ! 


But  that's  a  later  development.  Now 
he  realizes  what  he  has  done  in  his  four 
years.  This  is  the  best  part  of  the  play 
and  different  actors  interpret  it  differ- 
ently. This  character  begins  to  realize 
that  tuitions  and  their  accompanying 
costs  are  mounting  higher  than  they 
should.  He  becomes  nervous  at  the  flight 
of  so  many  days — four  years  of  them — 
while  so  little  is  accomplished.  He  is 
grateful  for  the  fact  that  they  tell  him 
he  is  acquiring  "polish"  but  he  isn't 
fooled  by  it.  He  knows  that  when  he 
graduates  people  all  over  this  great  land 
are  graduating.  And  with  successive 
years  more  men  are  presenting  diplomas 
as  mute  evidence  of  their  eligibilit>'  as 
cannon  fodder  for  some  commercial  big 
gun.  The  law  of  supply  and  demand 
must  be  around  somewhere  ....  when 
the  market  is  flooded  with  certificates  of 
graduation,  each  succeeding  document 
carries  less  prestige  with  it. 

Then  is  the  time  when  the  script  calls 
for  him  to  compare  schools.  If  he  is  in 
L.  A.  he  wonders  if  a  professional  course 
isn't  better.  He  decides  that  law  and 
medicine  may  be.  Commerce?  .... 
well,  he  remembers  that  a  certain  prof 
teaching  at  the  L.  A.  school  has  just  in- 
formed him  that  this  last  year  a  Chicago 


advertising  firm  found  a  place  for  four 
young  advertising  men.  They  asked  four 
to  be  sent  from  the  L.  A.  school — major- 
ing in  English.  And  they  asked  for  four 
from  the  little  red  building — majoring 
in  advertising.  They  tested  the  men — 
and  chose  the  Liberal  Arts  candidates. 

The  four-act  play  is  simple.  He  is  sent 
to  school  by  his  folks  the  first  year.  He 
manages  to  appreciate  the  second  year  be- 
cause he's  going  through  a  transition 
period.  He  becomes  disillusioned  the 
third  year  and  he  sticks  out  the  fourth 
only  because  he  is  so  close  to  finishing, 
has  wasted  so  much  time,  that  he  might 
as  well  graduate  with  sham  honors  at 
least. 

Here  in  Evanston  is  the  biggest  show 
of  all,  with  the  highest  admission  charges. 
It  is  a  hooey  carnival,  with  some  of  the 
most  highly  faked  acts  in  the  world  pre- 
sented to  the  audience.  Some  of  the 
crowd  like  it — others  do  not — but  when 
they  leave  the  theater  ....  have  they 
learned  anything  after  all? 

Darrell  Ware. 


PARROT 


"I've  just  come  back  from  the  beauty  parlor." 
"Too  bad  you  weren't  waited  on." 


Man  Per  a  Co-Ed 

MAN  is  what  women  marry.  They 
have  two  feet,  two  hands,  and  sometimes 
two  wives ;  but  never  more  than  one  col- 
lar or  one  idea  at  a  time.  Like  Turkish 
cigarettes  men  are  all  of  the  same  mate- 
rial, the  only  difference  is  that  some  are 
better  disguised  than  others.  Generally 
speaking,  they  may  be  divided  into  three 
classes:  Husbands,  bachelors  and  widow- 
ers. An  eligible  bachelor  is  a  mass  of  ob- 
stinacy entirely  surrounded  by  suspicion. 

Husbands  are  of  three  varieties: 
Prizes,  surprises  and  consolation  prizes. 
Making  a  husband  of  a  man  is  one  of 
the  highest  plastic  arts  known  to  civili- 
zation. It  requires  science,  sculpture, 
common  sense,  faith  and  charity — mostly 
charity.  It  is  a  physiological  marvel  that 
a  soft,  fluffy,  tender,  violet-scented  thing 
like  a  woman  should  enjoy  kissing  a  big, 
awkward  and  stubby  chinned,  tobacco 
smelling  and  bay  rum  scented  thing  like 
a  man. 

If  you  flatter  a  man  it  frightens  him 
to  death ;  if  you  don't  you  bore  him  to 
death.  If  you  permit  him  to  make  love 
to  you,  he  tires  of  you  in  the  end,  and  if 
you  don't  you  soon  cease  to  interest  him, 
and  if  you  argue  with  him  in  everything, 
you  soon  cease  to  charm  him.  If  you  be- 
lieve all  he  tells  you  he  thinks  you  are  a 
fool  and  if  you  don't  he  thinks  you  are 
a  cynic. 

If  you  wear  gay  colors,  rouge  and 
startling  hats,  he  hesitates  to  take  you 
out.  If  you  wear  a  little  brown  toque 
and  a  tailor  made,  he  takes  you  out  and 
stares  all  evening  at   a  woman   in   gay  | 


colors  and  startling  hat  and  rouge.  If 
you  join  him  in  his  gayeties  and  approve 
of  his  smoking,  he  swears  you  are  driving 
him  to  the  devil,  and  if  you  don't  ap- 
prove of  his  smoking  and  urge  him  to 
give  up  his  gayeties  he  vows  you  are 
driving  him  to  the  devil.  If  you  are  the 
clinging  vine  type,  he  doubts  if  you  have 
any  brains ;  if  you  are  a  modern,  broad, 
advanced  and  independent  type,  he  doubts 
if  you  have  a  heart.  If  you  are  silly,  he 
longs  for  a  bright  mate,  and  if  you  are 
brilliant  he  longs  for  a  playmate.  If  you 
are  popular  with  other  men  he  is  jealous; 
if  you  are  not,  he  hesitates  to  marry  a 
wallflower.  Gosh  darn  men,  anyway — 
the  pop-eyed  bipeds ! 


ALUMiNI  NOTES 

Bob  Upp,  '21,  who  may  be  remembered 
by  the  fact  that  he  passed  his  four  year 
course  in  "The  Transplanting  of  Hall- 
trees"  in  two  and  a  half  years  is  now  a 
professor  of  "Neckology"  at  the  famous 
musical  college.  Sing  Sing.  He  attrib- 
utes his  success  to  the  fact  that  for  four 
years  he  was  an  ice-man. 

England  may  have  her  Chaucer, 
Shakespeare,  Shelley,  and  Lamb,  but 
Nortwettern  has  its  "Blow  Hard" 
Schmaltz,  class  of  '88.  Dear  old  "Blow 
Hard"  has  received  National  recognition 
for  his  master-piece  entitled  "You've 
Cackled  Enough,  Now  Lay  Your  Egg." 
The  newspapers  have  it  that  he  has  been 
offered  the  Poet  Laureateship  of  Cicero. 
Keep  up  the  good  work.  Schmaltz. 

J.  Pierpont  Duckfoot,  '99,  writes  us 
that  he  has  at  last  found  work.  He  is 
now  selling  porch  swings  in  Podunk 
Rapids  and  is  entirely  satisfied  with  his 
work.  He  just  seems  to  have  gotten  into 
the  swing  of  the  thing. 

Mr.  B.  V.  D.  Underwear,  '18,  has 
just  finished  his  second  book,  "The  Birth 
of  a  Grape-fruit."  It  may  seem  a  little 
sour  at  first,  but  one  need  not  eat  it.  The 
reader  will  find  some  very  startling  facts 
about  the  private  life  of  a  grapefruit,  and 
it  has  been  heralded  as  being  as  great  as 
his  first  great  triumph,  "Why  We  Like 
Roast  Beef." 

The  sad  news  has  reached  us  that  E. 
Z.  Mark,  '04,  better  known  while  in 
collitch  as  "Dancing  John"  has  passed 
on  to  a  better  world???  After  losing 
23,000,000,000  rubles  in  "Underground 
Airplane  Stock,"  he  committed  suicide 
by  talking  back  to  his  wife.    E.  M.  J . 


A  Fishing  Smack 
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The  Cradle  of  the  Deep 

By  Joan  Lowell 
Simon  and  Shuster 

Probably  everyone  has  read  The 
Cradle  of  the  Deep  by  now,  but  such  is 
our  colossal  sense  of  self-importance  that 
we  cannot  refrain  from  advising  you  to 
read  it  if  by  some  chance  you  have  not. 
Perhaps  we  should  have  reviewed  it  last 
month,  but  we  considered  it  hardly  ap- 
propriate for  the  Child  Life  issue  (aha! 
that  arouses  some  interest!)  It  is  not  'a 
tale  for  the  little  ones — the  central  figure, 
a  child  of  seven  years  who  can  curse 
fluently  for  four  minutes  without  re- 
peating herself,  could  too  easily  become 
the  object  of  laudable  but  ill-placed  emu- 
lation. Then  too,  the  child  does  not 
remain  at  that  tender  age,  but  grows 
slightly  older  in  each  episode,  and  that 
interesting  process  is  carefully  observed. 

The  story  of  seventeen  years  on  the 
sea  in  a  full-rigged  schooner  is  a  fascinat- 
ing one  in  spite  of  the  spasmodic  effect  of 
its  necessary  serial  arrangement.  As  for 
the  furious  controversy  about  its  being 
true  or  not,  we  must  confess  our  entire 
lack  of  interest.  If  a  story  is  good,  the 
mere  fact  of  its  actuality  does  not  make 
it  better,  nor  does  the  reverse,  if  that  is 
the  case,  make  it  less  enjoyable. 

And  as  far  as  we  are  concerned,  the 
delightful  little  wash  drawings  by  Kurt 
Wiese  at  the  head  of  each  chapter  are 
alone  worth  the  price  of  the  book. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


Tomorrow  Never  Comes 

By  R.  L.  Duff  us 
Houghton  Mifflin  and  Company 

Color,  odor,  sound — they  pervade  this 
book  and  manage  to  convey  the  sensuous- 
ness  of  the  gay,  cruel,  little  Latin- 
American  republic  of  Santa  Eulalia 
better  than  any  cool  adjectives  could  hope 
to  do. 

The  story  is  peopled  with  types  rather 
than  characters:  Domingo,  the  soldier- 
philosopher  ;  Rafael,  the  ingenuous,  debo- 
nair lover;  Vitoria,  the  wise  beauty;  Mr. 
Harris,  a  Puritanical  progressive  from 
Maine;  Antonia,  who  is  almost  Mr. 
Harris'  undoing;  Mr.  Fergueson,  a  smug 
Britain  ;  and  Mr.  Riley,  a  tvpical  Yankee. 
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This  mixture  of  races  and  tempera- 
ments involves  the  little  republic  in  a  war, 
a  revolution,  an  assassination — but  that 
is  enough  for  the  present.  Let  it  suffice 
that  the  whole  is  interwoven  with  a  tem- 
pestuous romance  in  which  Rafael  and 
Vitoria  are  the  chief  players.  Rafael 
barters  all  his  tomorrows  for  one  night 
of  bliss,  and  the  best  of  the  bargain  is 
his,  for  "tomorrow  never  comes." 

R.  L.  Duffus  planned  to  teach,  and 
with  that  in  view  received  his  Master's 
degree  in  history.  Fortunately,  how- 
ever, he  drifted  first  into  journalism,  and 
then  into  free  lancing.  He  has  injected 
into  his  writings  bits  of  gay  satire  and 
shrewd  observations  on  everything  from 
the  United  States  marines  to  the  futility 
of  ambition  and  the  fickleness  of  love. 
"History,"  they  say,  "is  philosophy 
learned  from  example."  Perhaps  that 
accounts  for  his  ability  to  understand  the 
humor  in  humanity. 

Doris  Hard. 


The  Patient  in  Room  18 

By  M.  G.  Eberhart 
The  Crime  Club  Inc. 

The  author  of  this  mystery  novel  slays 
his  characters  with  a  lavish  hand,  three 
of  them  coming  to  violent  deaths  before 
the  book  ends.  The  scene  is  laid  in  a 
hospital,  and  most  of  the  action  takes 
place  quite  appropriately  in  the  early 
hours  of  the  morning.  Although  one  is 
reasonably  certain  of  the  identity  of  the 
murderers  when  two-thirds  finished  with 
the  book,  the  climax  is  clever  and  a  credit 
to  the  detective  on  the  case.  The  story  is 
told  in  an  amusing  style  by  the  spinster- 
ish  head  nurse,  who  is  reminiscent  of  our 
favorite  heroine  Letitia  Carberry.  As  a 
whole.  The  Patient  in  Room  l8  will 
please  most  mystery  lovers,  although  it 
may  not  be  quite  gory  enough  for  the 
more  rabid  ones.  It  is,  ho^vever,  a  clev- 
erly written  tale  and  worthy  of  the  con- 
sideration of  even  those  who  as  a  rule 
dislike  the  mystery  story.  It  will  pro- 
vide an  interesting  night's  reading,  and 
while  not  inducive  to  a  sound  night's 
sleep,  will  remain  long  in  one's  memory 
as  a  good  plotted  storv,  well  told. 

Katherine  Shea. 


Henry  VIII 

By  Francis  Hackett 
Horace  Liveright 

Any  book  having  for  its  subject  the 
life  and  loves  of  Henry  'V^III  can  hardly 
be  disappointing,  and  you  will  find  this 
one  all  that  you  have  expected.  And 
you  may  have  the  excuse  of  absorbing 
valuable  information  with  your  keen  en- 
joyment. 

Mr.  Hackett's  facile  style  is  perfectly 
suited  to  biography,  and  his  subject  is 
surely  one  of  the  most  paradoxical  in 
history.  At  first  each  new  fact  about 
this  complex  dynast  is  exciting,  and  the 
tale  of  the  lovely  ladies  around  him  pro- 
ceeds smoothly  and  interestingly.  After 
you  have  read,  wide-eyed  and  smiling, 
of  the  intimate  relations  and  complicated 
associations  of  the  first  four  wives,  you 
vinll  become  slightly  bored  with  Henry's 
amorous  adventures.  But  don't  stop 
here — you  will  find  the  last  two  "Katies" 
charming,  and  the  author's  defense  of 
their  royal  husband  is  complete  only  at 
the  end. 

Aside  from  his  little  failings,  this  por- 
trait of  Henry  VIII  stands  out,  sur- 
prisingly, as  that  of  a  human,  essentially 
sincere,  personality,  possessing  a  definite 
aim,  and  a  faculty  for  adhering  to  his 
purpose  through  bitter  failures.  Yet  this 
character  is  not  over-dominant ;  there  are 
few  novels  which  could  equal  this  biog- 
raphy in  characterizing  six  widely  differ- 
ent types  of  women.  If  it  were  fiction, 
perhaps  we  should  label  it  improbable, 
unrealistic,  and  even  shocking.  How- 
ever, it  is  history,  and  we  accept  it  with 
wonder  and  amazement. 

S.  P.  M. 


Says,  John  Souse,  Phi  Delt:    "Eat,  drink 
and  be  merry,  for  tomorrow  you  diet." 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


The   First   Back   Seat  Driver 


Watch  That  Door 

Gwenny  and  I  were  enjoying  the  hos- 
tility, I  mean  hospitality  of  the  Seminary 
parlor  one  cold  December  eve.  The  at- 
mosphere was  perfect,  save  for  the 
modernistic  lighting  effects  just  adopted 
by  the  officials.  Never  have  I  seen  such 
an  advertising  display  of  Mazda  lamps 
in  one  room.  Gwenny  and  I  were  ob- 
livious to  the  eye-aching  brightness,  for 
had  we  not  been  wounded  by  Dan 
Cupid's  darts?  We  were  experimenting 
to  prove  that  the  famous  strangle  hold 
is  not  disastrous,  when  soft  footsteps 
came  from  the  vicinity  of  the  porch.  Ad- 
justments were  quickly  and  properly 
made.  The  door  opened  and  the  keeper 
of  the  co-eds  slyly  glided  by  and  said, 
"Just  wanted  to  lock  the  doors."  Heh! 
Heh! 


Freshmen  Rules 

Leesten  Abie,  wass  leffink  hall  de  time. 
Iss  diss  a  Bugnell?  De  freshman  is  strut- 
ting hup,  end  lok  at  dem  strutt.  De  ruls 
iss  uff.  Yi,  yi !  Hi  mean  dere  ain't  eny 
more  ruls  fussing.  Dating  from  Jorge 
Lincington's  boithday,  de  freshman  iss 
dating.  Yi,  yi,  iss  diss  a  Bugnell?  Vat 
a  gift  by  de  wimmin  end  a  lift  by  de 
man.  Dey  iss  swarming  de  seminmary 
witt  dinks,  end  yi,  yi,  vott  a  buzz,  Hi 
mean  fuzz  maybe.  Een  Spreeng  a  young 
men's  fency  turns  end  halso  de  fresh- 
man. Dey  iss  turning  by  de  hesiest  way 
end  de  primrose  peth,  honly  de  rose  ain't 
so  prim  yat.  Yi,  yi,  Abie,  wass  look  et 
de  lufseeckness.  Iss  diss  a  Bugnell? 
y.  E.  F. 


Fame  in  a  Night 

The  theatre  was  crowded  with  dev- 
otees, critics  and  the  others  that  compose 
the  usual  audience  at  the  opening  of  a 
famous  play. 

Row  upon  row  the  white,  expectant 
faces  of  men  and  women  faced  the  stage 
in  eager  desire  for  the  rise  of  the  curtain. 
Far  above  the  balconies  and  boxes  were 
crammed  to  capacity  with  the  elite  of  the 
theatre  world.  It  was  the  night  of 
nights,  the  play  of  plays — a  hush  fell 
over  the  audience  with  the  booming  of 
the  final  strains  of  the  overture.  The 
last  low  chord  drifted  out — sv^^eetly  sob- 
bing. It  was  like  a  chord  of  death^ — 
not  a  person  breathed — not  a  sound 
broke  the  utter  silence. 

Like  a  thunderbolt  a  voice  rang  out. 
All  eyes  focused  on  the  foremost  box. 
A  man  stood  there,  anxiety  in  every  line 
of  his  posture.  Again  his  voice  rang  out. 
"Mr.  Smith,  Mr.  Smith!"  His  eyes 
searched  the  sea  of  seats  below.  Not  a 
person  stirred.  "Smith,  Mr.  Smith!" 
Never  was  there  a  more  stirring  appeal 
than  in  the  voice  of  this  man !  A  figure 
rose  from  among  the  first  rows  of  seats 
below. 

The  man  in  the  balcony  leaned  for- 
ward. His  voice  rose  almost  to  a  scream. 
"Is  your  name  Smith?"  The  man  on  the 
main  floor  stepped  into  the  aisle.  "Yes," 
he  cried.  The  audience  waited — breath- 
lessly. And  then — the  man  in  the  box 
broke  into  loud  screams  of  laughter.  He 
leaned  over  the  side  of  his  box  and 
laughed  until  the  tears  rolled  down  his 
cheeks.  At  last  he  recovered  himself 
enough  to  speak.  "Hah,  hah,"  he  cried, 
"it  never  fails.  There's  always  a  man 
named  Smith !"  C.  H.  K. 


Says   Prexy    Doolittle:      "A    word    to    the 
wives  is  sufficient." 
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Drunk  (lying  on  the  sidewalk)  :  "I'll 
climb  this  wall  if  it  takes  me  all  night!" 
Bison. 


The  bird  that  invented  life  savers  sure 
made  a  mint. 


Preacher  (to  Mormon  Groom)  :  "Do 
you  take  these  women  to  be  your  law- 
fully wedded  wives?" 

Groom:     "I  do." 

Preacher :  "Do  you  take  this  man  to 
be  your  lawfully  wedded  husband?" 

Brides:     "We  do." 

Preacher:  "Some  of  you  girls  there 
in  the  back  will  have  to  speak  louder  if 
you  want  to  be  included  in  this." 

Judge. 


We  know  of  a  ball  player  w-ho  was 
so  cross-eyed,  that  when  the  pitcher 
tossed  to  first  base  three  times,  he  struck 
out. 

Stone  Mill. 


Two  Chicago  men  left  a  banquet  to- 
gether; they  had  dined  exceptionally 
well. 

"When  you  get  home,"  said  one,  "if 
you  don't  want  to  disturb  your  family, 
undress  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  fold 
your  clothes  neatly,  and  creep  up  to  your 
room." 

They  met  the  next  day  at  lunch. 

"How  did  you  get  on?"  asked  the 
adviser. 

"Rottenly,"  replied  the  other;  "I  took 
off  all  my  clothes  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs,  as  you  told  me,  and  folded  them 
up  neatly.  I  didn't  make  a  sound.  But 
when  I  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs — 
it  was  the  elevated  station." 


Spick:     "Have  you  heard  the  Safety 
Pin  Song?" 

Span:     "No,  whistle  the  patter." 
Spick:     "Pal  of  My  Cradle  Days." 
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"One  of   the   sister  ships   was  lost   on   its 
way  to  Europe." 
•'Did  it  sink?" 

"No,  it  fell  in  lore  with  a  man  o'  war." 
Carolina  Buccaneer. 


Holdup  Game 

A  stout  woman  wedged  into  a  crowded 
street  car  was  having  difficulty  in  get- 
ting into  her  tightly  buttoned  jacket 
pocket  to  extract  her  fare. 

"Madam,"  said  a  man  next  to  her, 
during  her  fruitless  struggles.  "Let  me 
pay  your  fare." 

She  protested   rather   indignantly. 

"My  only  reason  for  wishing  to  do 
so,"  he  said,  "is  that  you've  unbuttoned 
my  suspenders  three  times  trying  to  get 
into  your  pocket." 

Columbia  Jester. 


"What're  ya  drinkin'?" 
"Northwest  Mounted." 
"What     d'ya    mean     Northwest 
Mounted?" 

"It  always  gets  its  man." 

Panther. 


"Hadn't  you  better  go  and  tell  your 
father?"  said  the  motorist  to  the  farmer's 
boy  who  stood  looking  at  the  load  of  hay 
upset  in  the  lane  by  a  collision. 

"He  knows,"  replied  the  boy. 

"Knows?     How  can  he  know?" 

"He's  under  the  hay." 

Drexerd. 


THE  CO-ED'S  PSALM 

1.  The  Style  is  my  master ;  I  shall  not 
stray  from  it. 

2.  It  maketh  me  sit  in  uncomfortable 
positions ;  it  leadeth  me  to  let  my  hair 
grow. 

3.  It  blistereth  my  sole ;  it  leadeth  me 
in  paths  of  fashion  for  its  name  sake. 

4.  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the 
lobby  of  the  smartest  hotel,  I  will  fear 
no  glance,  for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy 
shape  and  thy  hue  they  embellish  me. 

5.  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me 
from  which  I  may  not  eat  lest  I  ruin  my 
figure;  thou  anointest  my  lips  with 
rouge ;  my  skirt  slippeth  upward. 

6.  Lo,  the  Master  has  decreed  the 
burning  weed ;  my  breath  is  foul ;  my 
tongue  is  scorched. 

7.  Surely  discomfort  and  torture  shall 
follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life,  and 
I  shall  dwell  in  the  house  of  STYLE 
forever. 

Georgia  Cracker. 


Sweet  Young  Thing,  to  coal  man : 
"Did  my  father  order  some  coal  this 
jaorning?" 

Coalman:  "This  load  of  coal  is  for 
a  Mr.  Zell." 

SYT:  "That's  fine,  I'm  Gladys 
Zell." 

Coalman:  "So  am  I." 

Alalteaser. 


Cod :    "That  tonic  is  no  good." 
Liver:    "What's  wrong  with  it?" 
Cod :     "All  the  directions  given  are 
for  adults  and  I've  never  had  them." 
Siren. 


AN  AIR  CAREER 

Offers  You  a  Brilliant  Future 

Get  Your  Training  at  Parks  This  Summer 

Parks  Air  College  has  54  instructors,  11  buildings  ivithafloor  space  of 
60,000  square  feet  and  a  total  investment  of  more  than  $350,000.00 

Flying   has    come  |^ ~~]  program  now  under 

down  to  business.  HH^I^B^^^  way  has  created  an  un- 
its development  is  seen  [HI^^^^P"''**,  precedented  demand 
in  the  beacons  of  light  U0  tI^B  \  ffl  ^*"*  ^^^^  calibre  men. 
tracing  the  night  sky.  JmJggfc^ff^  Lifl^?  '*  ^^  ^^^  kind  of  fu- 
ll is  heard  in  the  busy  H^^^^^^^^^^^E  ^"""^  X**"  ^^^  g^*  enthu- 
hum  of  airplane  fac-  Bfe                          --^^^  siastic  about — a  real 


tories.  It  is  measured 
in  the  magnitude  of  investments. 
It  is  recognized  by  life  and  acci- 
dent insurance  companies.  It  is  of- 
ficially acknowledged  by  Congress. 

"Man  has  entered  the  most 
dramatic  era  of  all  his  history" 

There's  a  real  opportunity  to  step 
into  aviation  right  at  the  time 
when  it  needs  college  men  to  fill 
executive  positions.  The  tremend- 
ous expansion  and  development 


opportunity  to  show 
your  ability  in  a  thriving,  young 
industry  where  recognition  is  im- 
mediate. 

By  all  means,  get  your  air  train- 
ing now  —  this  summer.  Come  to 
the  largest  air  college  in  the  United 
States,  and  get  the  thorough 
training  that  only  Parks  Air  Col- 
lege can  give  you  with  its  corps 
of  highly  experienced  classroom 
and  flying  instructors  and  its  lat- 
est type  airplanes  and  equipment. 


PARK!^  AIR  COLLEGE 


310  P  Missouri  Theatre 
Building 


ST.  LOUIS,  MO, 

Cable  Address:  PARKSAIR 
O   M   M   E   R   C  E 


You  are  in  the  midst  of  a  popular  mel.^^^ 

Ian  Qyiag  field.  Dormitories,  shops,  hangars, 
airplane  factories,  restaurant,  recreation 
hall,  and  a  new  dormitory  hotel  are  on  the 
field.  Here  you  will  get  your  training  in 
an  enthusiastic,  progressive  environment. 


Train  at  the  largest  non-military  air 
school  in  the  United  States.  Parks  gives 
a  complete  aviation  education.  Courses 
include: 

Primary  Flying  Course 
Advanced  Flying  Course 
Night  and  Blind  Flying  Course 
Mechanics'  Course  in 
Airplanes  and  Engines 
Commercial  and  Aerial 
Photography   Courses 

Complete  Pilot's  Course 

Two  months  at  Parks  fits  you  for  a  pilot's 
job,  paying  $300  a  month  up.   You 

get  thorough  instruction  in 

Navigation  Aero -Dynamics 
Airplane  Design  Rigging 
Airport  Management 
Aerial    Photography 

etc.,  and  a  thorough  shop  course  in  power 
plants — everything  from  the  big  Liberty, 
Whirlwind,  and  Fairchild,  down  to  the 
little  Velie  engine.  All  equipment  and 
planes  are  the  latest  type,  and  our  in- 
structors have  an  enviable  reputation 
both  as  pilots  and  classroom  teachers. 

Fill  in  the  coupon  now  r  /  Get  our  new 

illustrated  booklet  and  read  the  tvhole 

story  of  your  future  in  aviation. 

f ^1 

I  PARKS  AIR  COLLEGE,  Inc.  ! 

I    SlOPMisBouriTheatreBldg.,  Si.  Louis,  Mo.  j 

I  Send  me  your  illustrated  booklet  "Skyward  | 
I    Ho,"  describing  the  Pilot's  Course. 

I 

I  Name 

i 

I  Street 

I 

I  City 


State 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


"Are  you  wise  to  a  good  thing, 
Mabel?" 

"Sure,  I've  been  around.  I  prefer 
a  Life  Saver  to  anything  else." 

"Oh,  I  see,  you  always  reach  for  a 
Life  Saver  instead  of  a  fleet." 


n 


in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 


Every  Friday  Night  is 
Fraternity  Night,  also 
Northwestern  Night.  , 


Ted  Fiorito  and  His 
Famous  Orchestra 
Plays   Every    Night. 


Dancing  until  one  o'clock  every  Friday 


ONE  HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-THREE  DOLLARS 

AND  FOURTEEN  CENTS 

(Continued  from  page   14) 

to  well,  everybody.  I  enjoyed  walking  into  the  City  Hall 
and  into  the  tax  collection  department  where  I  was  ac- 
claimed with  questions  and  happy  slaps  upon  the  back.  I 
told  the  incidental  employees  that  I  should  tell  them  all 
about  it  later  after  I  had  seen  the  boss.  And  the  boss? 
Well  I  walked  in  and  laid  the  one  hundred  and  forty-three 
dollars  and  fourteen  cents  upon  his  desk  and  said:  "I'm 
one  of  the  better  men ;  if  there's  anything  you  want  done, 
I  can  do  it."  And  he  wheeled  about  in  his  chair  and  with 
a  hearty  grasp  of  my  hand,  welcomed  me  back  and  then 
made  me  sit  right  down  and  tell  him  the  whole  story. 
And  so  I  did  .  .  .  just  as  I  have  told  it  to  you. 


DRINK  CANADA  DRY!  screamed 
the  billboard. 

"And    how!"    drifted    back    from    a 
northbound  flivver. 

J'irgijiia  Reel. 


First  Midshipman:     "Do  you  believe 
in  clubs  for  women  ?" 

Second  Midshipman:     "Yes,  if  kind- 
ness fails." 

Log. 


"That  professor  looked  at  me  as  if  I 
had  been  cheating." 
"What  did  you  do?" 
"I  looked  back  as  if  I  hadn't." 

Claw, 


Coach — Then  you  go  out  and  do  a 
song  and  dance. 

Aspirant — But  I  can't  sing  and  I  can't 
dance. 

Coach — -Then  you  go  out. 

Punch  BoiL'l. 


"I  kissed   Betty  on  the  forehead  last 
night." 

"What  did  she  say?" 
"She  called  me  down." 

Ollapod. 


A  Typing  Service  for  Faculty 
and  Students 

EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

Multigraphing,  Mimeographing,  Typing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Mailing 


HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 
Telephone  University  6145 


620  DAVIS  STREET 
Above  DuBretiil'a 
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P  L  R  P  L  E/:<sXp  A  R  ROT 


Customs  hispector — "Got  anything  very  valuable  in  this  trunk?  .  .  .  ' 
The  Traveler — "I  should  say  so  ...  a  whole  carton  of  Chesterfields!' 


THEY'RE  MILD 

and  yet  THEY  SATISFY 

©1928.  LIGGETT  &  MYERS  TOBACCO  CO. 
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Capt.  J.  M.  Pattersons  air  yacht— "Liberty" — a  finely  appointed  Sikorsky  Amphibion 


A  5,000-MILE  CRUISE   of  the  CARIBBEAN 

In  an  AIR  YACHT     .... 

COMFORTABLY  COMPLETED  IN  THE 
SAFEST  AIRPLANE  IN  THE  WORLD 
—A  SIKORSKY  AMPHIBION    .... 

A  well-known  publisher  and  sportsman,  accom- 
panied by  his  daughter,  recently  completed  what 
they  unanimously  described  as  "a  delightful 
modern  experience." 

Their  cruise  took  them  over  the  Spanish  Main, 
Cuba,  the  Virgin  Islands,  Martinique,  Trinidad, 
South  America,  Panama,  and  other  places  of  un- 
usual interest  and  beauty — places  usually  difficult 
to  "discover"  and  visit  by  more  ordinary  means  of 
travel.  Numerous  social  and  business  engagements 
had  been  made  in  advance,  and  each  one  of  them 
was  faithfully  kept  on  time. 

This  fascinating  trip  was  made  in  a  luxurious 
Sikorsky — the  twin-engined  amphibion  that  can 
climb  and  fly  on  one  engine,  and  operate  from  land 
or  water  with  equal  ease. 


CURTISS 


FLYING   SERVICE,  Inc. 

New  York  OfFice— GARDEN   CITY— Long  Island 

Sole  Sales  Agents  for 
SIKORSKY  AVIATION   CORPORATION 

CURTISS  AEROPLANE  AND  MOTOR  CO.,  INC.     IRELAND  AIRCRAFT.  INC. 

CURTISS-RDBERTSON  AIRPLANE  MFG.  CO. 

CESSNA  AIRCRAFT  CO.  COMMAND-AIRE,  INC. 

"—WORLD'S     OLDEST     FLYING     ORGANIZATION" 


(Further  Information  Gladly  Furnished) 
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LEARN 


TO        FLY       AT       A       CURTISS        AVIATION        SCHOOL 


CURTISS 

FLYING 

SERVICE 

Invites  You 

TO   SPEND 

THE  SUMMER  IN  THE  AIR 


Many  are  considering  aviation  their  future  vocation — as 
air-line  operators,  aviation  advisers,  engineers,  and  in 
other  capacities.  Also  more  and  more  men  and  women  are 
flying  for  sport  and  pleasure. 

It  is  not  ditficult  to  fly,  nor  is  owning  a  plane  expensive, 
still  it  is  important  to  learn  flying  under  experienced  in- 
structors  and   while   training   with   first-class   equipment. 

The  CURTISS  FLYING  SERVICE,  at  its  various  flying 
schools  throughout  the  country,  offers  the  finest  training 
courses  available. 

So,  if  spending  the  summer  in  the  air  appeals  to  you — 
send  for  the  illustrated  booklet  "Learning  to  Fly,"  and  find 
the  Curtiss  School  nearest  your  home. 

"—WORLD'S   OLDEST   FLYING  ORGANIZATION" 


CURTISS 
FLYING  SERVICE, 


Inc. 


New  York  OflFice  -  GARDEN  CITY-  Long  Island 

Sole  Sales  Agents  for 

CURTISS    AEROPLANE    AND    MOTOR    CO.,   INC. 

SIKORSKY  AVIATION   CORPORATION 

IRELAND  AIRCRAFT,  INC. 

CURTISS-ROBERTSON  AIRPLANE   MFG.  CO. 

CESSNA  AIRCRAFT  CO.         COMMAND-AIRE,  INC. 
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NOW   MOST   FAVORED 

1  HE  exclusive  Aimer  Coe  Puritan  Rim- 
less glasses  have  not  only  eliminated  the  old 
disfiguring  shell  rims,  for  dress  and  street 
"ear,  but  have  taken  lead  over  all  other  rim- 
less glasses.  They  are  the  most  adaptable 
to  the  features,  unobtrusive,  simple  and  en- 
hancing to  youthful  appearance. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


FOR 

University  Men 

in 

Authentic 
University  Style 

WE  FEATURE 

KUPPENHEIMER 
GOOD  CLOTHES 

AT 


$5000 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

2  DOORS  NORTH  OF  VARSITY  THEATRE 
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"Meet  Mr.   Penopilisostiosky.     This 
boy's  gonna  make  a  name  for  himself." 
Punch  Bowl. 


Rose:  I'm  not  going  to  cheat  in  exams 
any  more. 

Mary:    Why  not? 

Rose:  That  old  skinny  prof,  said 
cheating  spoiled  her  curve  and  I  don't 
want  to  look  like  her. 

Ollapod. 


Traffic  Cop:    "What's  yer  name ?" 
Traffic     Copped:       "Terrence     Mc- 
Carthy." 

Cop:     "An'  yer  address?" 
Copped:    "New  York  University." 
Cop:     "Say,  young  fella,  ya  can't  fool 
me.     Yer  either  lyin'  about  yer  name  or 
yer  address." 

Jester. 


"That  picture  on  Evolution  is  all  off," 
said  the  director  sadly.  "Lon  Chaney 
absolutely  refuses  to  play  the  role  of  an 
amoeba." 

Punch  Bowl. 


She:     I   guess  I'll  write  a  book  on 
women's  clothes. 

He:     You  can't  do  that,  there  isn't 
enough  material. 

Ollapod. 


He:    "Is  that  kissproof  lipstick  you're 

using?" 

She  (anxiously)  :     "Sure,  why?" 
He:     "I  just  wanted  to  know.     I'm 

taking  statistics  for  a  cosmetic  concern." 
Jester. 


"That  dress  is  too  short." 
"No,  it  looks  all  right,  don't  it?" 
"Well,   maybe   you're   in   it   too   far, 
then." 

Columns. 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 
WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


-m 


ll.-00to2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


II.-OO  to2:30 
5:00  to  8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food 

^Qi 

m3 
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Delicious  and  Refreshing 


TRxmisn 

IT'5   REALLY   A  SHAME 
TO  INTERRUPT  THE  PRO- 
FESSOR'S CHASE  OF  THE 
DIURNAL   LEPIDOPTERA 
AND  TURN   THE    BULL 
ON    HIM.       BUT  you 
HAVE   TO  BLAME  THE 
ARTIST    FOR  THAT. 


OVEl»' 


Obviously  few  of  us  have  the 
-  chance — or  temerity  —  to  make 
matadors  out  of  ourselves.    But 
even  in  the  normal  course  of 
human  events,  there's  nothing  so 
welcome  as  a  refreshing  pause. 
Happily  there's  a  soda  foun^ 
tain  or  refreshment  stand — with 
plenty  of  ice-cold  Coca-Cola 
ready  —  around  the  comer  from 
anywhere.     With  its  delicious 
taste  and  cool  after-sense  of  re- 
freshment, it  makes  a  little  min 
ute   long  enough  for  a  big  rest. 
The  Coca-Osla  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 


YOU  CAN'T  BEAT  THE 
PAUSE  THAT  REFRESHES 


I  T 


HAD 


T  O 


B  E 


GOOD 


T  O 


GET 


WHERE 


I  T 


I  S 
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Photographs 
Live  Forever 


Why  not  remember  her — or  him 
— with  a  portrait  of  yourself  dur- 
ing these  college  days?  And  why 
not  let  it  be  a  distinguished  por- 
trait—  by  Matzene? 


MATZENE 

Pho  tographer 

6  N.  Michigan  Ave.  Central  7003 

CHICAGO 


The  Smartest 


in 


Clothing,  Hats, 

Shoes,  Shirts, 

Neckwear 

for  the  well-groomed  fellow 
is  always  on  display  here. 


BROWNING,  KING  &  CO. 

526  Davis  St.  EVANSTON 
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"You  can't  make  me  believe  Milt  was 
drunk  last  night." 

"Very  well,  but  ordinarily  he  doesn't 
insist  on  shaving  the  fuzz  off  of  his  bath 
towel." 

Columns. 


"Jonah,  what's  a  triangle?" 
"Oh,   a  three  cornered  square,   or  a 
love  affair." 

Bison. 


Prof:     "Now,  Mr.  Ducrot,  you  can 
explain  this  problem,  can  j'ou  not?" 

Ducrot:     "Certainly,  sir — what  don't 
you  understand  about  it?" 

Pointer. 


"Just  for  a  change,  will  you  pardon  me 
a  moment?"  asked  the  chorus  girl  as  she 
stepped  into  her  dressing  room. 

Punch  Bowl. 


He:     "I  feel  like  I've  known  you  for 
j^ears." 

She:     "So  it  seems." 

Ollapod. 


IF  YOU'VE  HEARD  THIS  ONE— 

"My   dear,    your   lipstick's   positively 
smeared." 

"Well,  you  see  I   tried  to  put  it  on 
in  the  dark  and — " 

Columns. 


After  the  bawl  was  over  the  proud 
father  tucked  his  offspring  gently  in  his 
crib  and  crawled  back  into  bed. 

Punch  Bond. 


Theatre  owner:     How  did  the  come- 
dian's jokes  get  across? 

Stage  manager :    On  the  Mayflower. 
Bison. 


Soph :     "Man  is  wonderful.     He  has 
learned  to  fly  like  a  bird." 

Frosh :     "Yes.     But  he  hasn't  learned 
to  sit  on  a  barbed  wire  fence." 

Pointer. 


WHEN    VOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^ ^j        .   THINK.    OF 


S  H  O  P  >V^r  ^^ 

'"'EvTs'sTo^Vr-      Phone  URiversity632-]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


PURPLE  ^g^  PARROT 


the  world's 
a  campus 

It  may  appear  a  vast  jungle  of  smoke-stacks 
and  buildings,  blind  alleys  and  not  very  defi- 
nite possibilities. 

But  there  are  those  who  say  it  is  as 
interesting,  as  colorful,  as  alive  as  any 
college  campus.  And  why  shouldn't  it 
be?    The  world,  too,  needs  menwho  are 


leaders  of  men.    Men  who  can  do  new  things. 

Men  who  can  make  new  records. 

In  the  world's  forward-looking  industries,  a 

man's  horizon  is  bounded  neither  by  college 

walls  nor  by  any  other  walls. 

At  Western  Electric,  the  student  with  the 

inquiring  mind  may  carry  his  studies  beyond 
the  frontiers  of  knowledge.  The  man 
of  action  has  an  ever-broadening  field 
of  endeavor.  To  the  ultimate  scope  of 
any  one's  activities  there  are  few  limits 
save  one's  will  and  ability  to  do. 


PURCHASERS  .  .  .  MANUFACTURERS  .  .  .  DISTRIBUTORS 
SINCE    1882    FOR  THE    BELL   SYSTEM 
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'The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
'  High  School  graduate. 
Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 
intensive,  three-months*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Utadergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No   Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12th  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 


■(3404  6)1 


Worth 
Much 
More 


Worn  by  Men  Who  Can 
Afford  to  Pay  More 

The 
'^Boulevard" 

Black  Calf 

Tan  Calf 

and  Patent 

All  Sizes  and  Widths 


KOTZ  SHOE  STORE 


619  Davis  St. 


Evanston 


If  the  best  jokes  submitted  to  the  Par- 
rot would  get  in,  the  publication  staff 
would  get  out ! 


%     The  latest  Scotch  Song  is:     "I'd  give 
a  thousand  dollars  to  be  a  millionaire." 
Aggievatur. 


Extract  from  newspaper  account  of  ac- 
cident :  "The  collision  bruised  her  some- 
what and  hurt  her  otherwise." 

Gargoyle. 


Prof. — "Who  can  tell  me  who  Shy- 
lock  was?" 

Freshman  (in  a  draught) — "Achoo!" 
Prof. — "Correct." 

Lord  Jeff. 


Him — "Don't  you  just  love  nights  like 
these?" 

Her — "No,  sometimes  I  study." 

Aggievator. 


No,  married  men  do  not  live  longer ;  it 
just  seems  longer. 

Amcricati  Humor. 


Late  hours  are  bad  for 

one. 

but  they 

aren't 

so  bad  for  two. 

Te 

xas  I 

ioUan. 

He: 

"Please!" 

She 

"No." 

He: 

"Oh,  please  do." 

She 

"Positively  no." 

He: 

"Please,  just  this 

time. 

' 

She: 

"I  said  no." 

He: 

"Aw,  ma,  all  the 

bovs 

go  bare- 

footed 

now. 

0 

rangi 

Oivl. 

God  made  women  beautiful  so  that 
men  would  love  them.  He  also  made 
them  dumb  so  that  they  would  love  the 
men. 

Bison. 


First  Prof :  I  call  my  8  o'clock  the 
Pullman  class — six  sleepers  and  one  ob- 
servation. 

Second  Prof :  And  I  call  my  Cicero 
class  the  Pony  Express. 

Bison. 


Stage  hand  (to  manager)  :  Shall  I 
lower  the  curtain,  sir?  One  of  the  living 
statues  has  the  hiccups. 

Blur  Gatur. 


Daughter:     No,  daddy,  I  won't  need 
any  new  clothes  this  spring. 

Provider:     Ye  Gods,  I  was  afraid  it 
would  come  to  that. 

Goblin. 
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They  saj'  work  is  ruining  our  drinking 
class. 


A  detour  is  the  wrong  way  to  the  right 
place. 


"If  vou  don't  raise  my  salary,"  an- 
nounced the  minister,  "\ou  can  all  go  to 
hell." 

Gargoyle. 


Familiarit)-  hreeds  attempt. 


"Eavesdropping  again,"  said  Adam  as 
his  playmate  fell  out  of  the  apple  tree. 
Kittykat. 


Likewise,  a  fool  and  liis  money  are  soon 
petted. 

Life. 


She — And  when  did  you  first  know 
you  loved  me  ? 

He — When  I  began  to  get  mad  when 
people  called  you  brainless  and  unattrac- 
tive. 

Drexcrd. 


<s^  noe/ywx 

WORN  BY 

(Afne/nccLd 

^^   MOST 

U^ecLutii 

A  new  hosiery  number, 

with  French  heels,  $1 .95 

It'slhot! 

Rosenbergs 

Evanston 


^ 


NOVEL 

CONTEST 


J  AM  asked  to  tvrite  fifty  ivords 
for  this  space  announcing  our 
Campus    Novel    Contest.      Well, 
here  goes  a  Day  Letter: 

Dear  Collegians  This  Is  to  Advise  You 
to  Alter  All  Vacation  Plans  and  Begin 
That  Novel  Ahout  Your  Generation 
You  Have  Always  Wanted  to  Write 
Stop  Our  Contest  Is  Unique  No  Pro- 
fessionals Allowed  Stop  Steal  Type- 
writers and  Go  into  a  Huddle  with 
Yourselves  You  Can  Underlined  Win 
—The   Editor 

RULES  OF  THE  CONTEST: 

Candidates  must  be  enrolled  in  an  American  colleRe  as 
undergraduates,  or  graduates  of  not  more  than  one  year. 
Because  we  want  a  story  about  youth,  we  have  cliosen  as 
your  title;  *'I  Lived  Tiiis  Story."  It  may  be  a  novel  of 
college  life  or  college  people  in  other  environments,  or 
your  personal  story. 

The  sum  of  S3,000  will  be  paid  to  the  winner  for  the  right 
to  serialize  the  story  in  COLLKOK  HUMOR,  and  to  pub- 
lish it  in  book  form,  and  «  ill  be  in  arfrfinon  to  all  royalties 
accruing  from  booli  publication.  Motion  picture  and 
dramatic  rights  will  remain  with  the  author. 
Wc  reserve  the  right  to  publish  in  serial  and  book  form, 
according  to  the  usual  terms,  any  of  the  novels  sub- 
mitted, in  addition  to  the  pri».e  winning  serial. 
The  contest  will  be  judged  bv  the  editors  of  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  and  DOUBLEDAY.  DORAIN  AND  COMPANY. 
Manuscripts  rejected  from  the  contest  will  be  returned 
immediatelv. 

lyped  manuscripts  of  73.000  to  100.000  words  (the  ideal 
length  being  80.000)  should  be  sent  with  return  postage, 
vour  name  and  address  to  the  Campus  Prize  Novel  Con- 
test, College  Humor.  10.W  North  La  Salle  Sireet.  Chicago, 
III.,  or  to  ihe  Campus  Prize  Novel  Contest,  Doubleday, 
Doran  and  Company,  Inc.,  Garden  City,  N.  \. 
The  closing  date  of  the  contest  is  midnight,  October  15, 
1929. 

By 

CollegeHumor^*/ 

DoUBLEDAViDoiiW 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street        University  224 


No  Other  Restaurant 

is  as  well  prepared  to  serve 
the  students  with  good 
food    for    little   money.  " 


University   Restaurant 

Wieboldt  Hall  ^  McKinlock  Campus 


Fountain  Service  c*j  Candies 
Cigars     c^     '»^     Cigarettes 


She  said  "no" 
And  resisted. 

She  said  "no" 
I  insisted. 

She  said  "no" 
I  desisted. 

She  said  "ves" 


"Young  man,  I'll  teach  you  to  sleep 
through  my  lectures!" 

"You're  too  late,  V\e  already  learned." 


Let's  have  some  ginger  ale. 

Pale? 

No,  a  glass  will  do. 


Drexerd. 


Life  is  just  one  damn  thing  after  an- 
other— and  love  is  just  two  damn  things 
after  each  other. 

Banter. 


Q.  Do  you  think  the  younger  genera- 
tion necks  more  than  their  parents  did? 

A.  No,  it  just  took  father  longer  to 
light  the  oil  lamp  than  it  does  to  snap 
the  button. 


Marriage  is  a  grossly  public  avowal  of 
a  strictly  private  intention. 

Fabian. 


The  naked  hills  lie  wanton  to  the  breeze, 
The  fields  are  nude,   the  groves  un- 
frocked. 
Bare  are  the  shivering  limbs  of  shame- 
less trees — 
Small  wonder   it   is  that  the  corn   is 
shocked. 

Dh-ge. 


Epigrammes,    we    are    informed,    are 
only  wise-cracks  in  straight-jackets. 


We  could  tell  you  some  more  jokes, 
but  what's  the  use — you'd  only  laugh  at 
them. 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler — Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.       University  461 

REPAIRING 
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AlRTONE 

is  "air- mi  tided'' I 

ARROW'S  newest,  most  surprising,  and 
most  exciting  shirt  (called  Airtone)  is 
designed  striclly  "from  the  air."  Its 
basic  colors  are  the  tones  of  sky  and 
clouds,  from  the  tint  of  desert  dawn  as 
the  mail-pilot  sees  it,  to  the  cool  blue- 
green  of  mountain  twilight.  On  these 
pastel  tones  are  traced  tiny  "air-lanes" 
of  rich  contrasting  colors. 

And  on  every''  model  (among  some 
twenty  beautiful  patterns)  is  tailored 
an  Arrow  Collar  of  the  same  material 
. . .  starched,  or  soft . . .  with  all  the  skill 
that  makes  Arrow's  name  the  foremost 
in  men's  linen.  The  price  is  one  which 
only  unmatched  skill  and  efficiency 
could  approach — exadly  $2.45.  Every 
good  men's  outfitter  has  your  size. 

Every  model  but  one;  the  exception  is  the  neckband 
type,  with  a  starched  Arrow  Collar  to  match, 
tailored  of  the  same  fine  fabric   as   the  shirt. 

CLUETT,  PEABODY  &  CO.,  IXC,  TROY,  NEW  YORK 
Arrow  Collars  Handkerchiefs  Shirts  Underwear 


Arrow 


Z7?l^^ 


SHIRTS 


